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It's a sad thing 

when a man is to be so soon forgotten 
And the shining in his soul 

gone from the earth 
With no thing remaining; 

And it's a sad thing 

when a man shall die 
And forget love 

which is the shiningness of life; 

But it's a sadder thing 

that a man shall forget love 
And he not dead but walking in the field 

of a May morning 
And listening to the voice of the thrush. 

-R.G.A.. in A Yearbook of 
Stanford Writtng, 19J1 
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A FEW WORDS ON DRAMATIC POETRY. 



The student of English literature, if he be a Scotsman, 
must be struck with, and not a little humiliated at, the 
poor part his countrymen have played in the greatest of 
all arts — the dramatic. Were the Scots a poor-witted 
people, with no artistic talent, their lack of dramatic 
instinct would not be remarkable; but it is only bare 
justice to a country that has done so much with so 
small a population, to say that there is not another 
in Europe their superior in artistic genius. A little 
acquaintance with the history of Scotland will e:^plain 
the reason of this poverty in dramatic poetry, although 
it can give little comfort to the patriotic Scot, who, with 
a sigh, sees other countries pointing with pride to their 
great poets, whose noblest works are in the dramatic form. 
At the time of Elizabeth and James, London had a 
population nearly as large as Exiinburgh at the present 
day, while there was no town in Scotland that had more 
than twenty thousand. It is clear, then, that in so poor 
a country there was no room for the theatre to flourish. 
Thus while England was producing the plays of Marlowe, 
Shakespeare, Ben Jonson, Beaumont and Fletcher, and 
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other great writers, the dramatic muse was silent in 
Scotland; and events which transpired during the 
struggle of the Covenanters identified the players and 
dramatic poets with the enemies of the national cause. 
The Presbyterian clergy imbibed a deep prejudice against 
the theatre, and they were not slow to declare it not 
only their enemy, but also the enemy of God. 

An effort was made in 1736 to build a theatre in 
Edinburgh by Allan Ramsay, whose beautiful pastoral, 
The Gentle Shepherd, is almost the only work of genius 
in the dramatic form produced by a Scotsman, and in 
happier times a dramatic period might have been begun. 
But this the furious bigotry of the clergy forbade ; they 
closed his theatre, and nearly ruined the careful poet 
Twenty years after, Home produced his tragedy of 
Douglas ; and again the implacable animosity of the 
clergy broke forth, his only reward being to be driven 
from his profession ; while Thomson, who knew them 
better, spared them the trouble by retreating in time. 
In our own day the London stage is an echo of i^aris, 
and the Edinburgh an echo of London ; what, then, must 
it be when it is the echo of an echo ? One hangs his 
head with shame to think that the most intellectual city 
in- the world produces only one original drama in the 
year, and that a pantomime, whose literary merits are 
beneath contempt. 

We fear it will be a vain task to try to stem the current 
of prejudice that clouds some minds in Scotland against 
the theatre, who identify it with other temples of dis- 
sipation ; but the strangest of all notions that could enter 
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the mind of man is the supposition that the theatre is 
opposed to religion. If these censors of the stage were 
capable of understanding an argument, it would strik(* 
them as strange that the theatre was never condemned 
by our Lord or His Apostles ; nor can they find shelter 
in the belief that there were no theatres in those ancient 
.times, for every city of importance had its large state 
endowed theatre, where the Greek and Latin poets 
produced a constant stream of new plays. It is also as 
certain as anything human can be, that St Paul was 
an attender of the theatre, for he does not disdain 
to quote in his epistle to the Corinthians, from the 
tragic poets of Greece, words that, many an unconscious 
divine has preached from, and declared to be the Word 
of God. It was also in the theatre that the town-clerk 
of Ephesus admonished the people over the tumult 
stirred up by Demetrius. It has even been held by 
some that the book of Revelation was originally composed 
in the dramatic form, but as to the truth of this we have 
not learning enough to determine. 

Certain critics have taken it upon themselves to lay 
down strict rules for the guidance of the dramatist in the 
prosecution of his art. But these, while they have 
restrained the smaller poets, have been treated with 
contempt by those whose genius has placed them in the 
first rank. The French, Italian, and Latin stage have 
each followed the models of Greece ; while the English, 
Spanish, and German theatres have allowed a wider lati- 
tude as to time and place, and experience has proven 
to them that it instructs and delights their audience. 
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But while this is so, good taste will point out some well- 
defined limits beyond which the true artist will never 
stray. Ftrsf^ as to time, while it is absurd to crowd the 
incidents of a five act play into twenty-four hours, it is 
too great a call upon the imagination of an audience to 
spread the scenes over a whole lifetime. A few weeks or 
months will suffice to give a natural turn to the action of 
the play, for there should be no physical alteration in the 
appearance of the characters, beyond what the change in 
their fortunes should make natural; a youth should not 
grow old within the three hours' business of a play. 
Second, as to place, it seems to us to be unnatural, and 
therefore inartistic, to roam over the whole world with 
your scenes, for it is impossible for a thinking audience 
to follow an author as he skips from Siberia to Peru. 
Third, as to subordination of character, it is of the last 
importance that this should be attended to, for it is 
contrary to experience for the servant to use the same 
language as his master in any other sense than aping 
his phrases. This must be attended to, although 
the servant may be the cleverer man of the two. 
Fourth, as to the subject of plays and the time at which 
the action is supposed to take place, that will depend 
upon whether it is a serious or comic performance. If 
serious — a tragedy, for example — the scene had better be 
placed sixty or seventy years back, for fear the elevation 
of the language should jar upon our e very-day experience. 
In pure comedy again, the present is the only time; but 
in either case, as little acquaintance with the criminal 
law as possible should be made. Criminals are neither 
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agreeable nor natural characters, but are the mere acci- 
dentals of life, and should never have a plajce in any work 
pretending to literary grace. 

This brings us to the much-vexed question of the 
morality of the characters and scenes in a play. How 
should the dramatist act ? He must go into the world 
and paint men and women as he finds them. The 
theatre is not a school of ethics ; it makes no pretence to 
be a place for the teaching of morality to girls and boys. 
Dramatic poetry is the intellectual food of full-grown 
men and women, jand as such must be true to nature. 
We must not paint a world as we would like it to be, but 
as it is. Now, as a general principle, virtue ought to 
triumph and vice be depressed; or, as the phrase goes, 
poetical justice ought to be served out to the characters. 
But it is not true that the virtuous are always attractive 
and interesting, or that the vicious are repulsive. A very 
little acquaintance with the world impresses us with the 
melancholy fact that many good men are far from being 
attractive in their manners, while some worthless scamps 
make the most agreeable of companions. A play where 
the virtuous are held up to ridicule and the vicious are 
made attractive and triumphant is equally inartistic and 
immoral ; but the reverse picture, while it would not be 
immoral, would be equally false and ridiculous : wisdom, 
guiding the artist in his pictures, will steer between these 
two extremes, but he must be fearless and true. The 
novelist can describe his characters in his own language, 
but the dramatist has to go more directly to work and 
make his characters display themselves — the profligate 
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must speak and act like a profligate, and that in spite of 
the tender ears of the censors of the stage. Coarseness 
and indecency ought to be avoided, but where it is 
indispensable for the proper finishing of the picture the 
true artist will not fail to make use of them. Shake- 
speare never drew a finer character than FalstafF, but 
what would he be without his coarse indecent expressions? 
The namby-pamby plays of our day have driven natural 
character from the stage, while the idiotic burlesque and 
ridiculous melodrama have degraded the literature of the 
theatre to a point never known before. 

Would it not be of real service to art if the well- 
instructed critic would give some encouragement to 
those authors who try to write a better class of plays than 
is common on our stage now ? Works of genius must of 
necessity be few and far between, but something better 
than the nonsense imported from France should surely 
be possible. A man may even presume to write a poor 
tragedy without being deserving of being held up to 
ridicule. 
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Andrew Smart, ) 
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Lord Montgomerie, an old superstitious reformed Rake. 
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DUNBAR. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. The old High Street of Edinburgh, 

Enter Sir James Kirkcaldy, Porteous, 

and Smart. 

Port, We thought it but a portion of our duty 
To tell you of the danger of our friend. 

Smart. He judges all men's honour by his own ; 
His actions pure, his heart so truly noble, 
Suspicion finds no lodgment in his soul : 
But my lord Cardinal he loves him not. 
And Father Boniface I know's his enemy, 
And I do fear me they will wreck our friend. 

Kirk, Tm sore perplexed: I thankyou, gentlemen, 
This business must be seen to on the instant. 
Luther hath roused the Church's jealousy. 
Dunbar is mad to thwart the Cardinal. 
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Port. We have exhausted every argument ; 
But still this witch's suit he boldly pleads, 
And will not budge one jot from her defence. 
Now, as we know he holds you very dear, 
We have made bold to wait on you. Sir James. 

Smart, The wretched woman now is in the court. 
He will pass this way ; pluck him by the sleeve, 
And let us roundly tell him of his danger. 

Kirk. You do advise me well; let us stand close 
And mark the fury of the multitude 
As the poor wretch comes guarded from the court. 

\They retire up stage. 

Enter Sir Thomas Ramsay and Lord 

MONTGOMERIE. 

Mont. Fie! fie! Sir Thomas, what a naughty tale. 
He ! he ! holy Saint Andrew, how I burn I 
I do protest his Majesty's a wag. 

Ram, The king of good fellows, my lord ; 
But, as I said, the Laird of Lumerlugs 
Has two as pretty girls for his daughters 
As to be found in the broad realm of Scotland ; 
Brown as a berry, plump as partridges ; 
Their pouting, rosy lips, pearls between, 
Lures on the lover to a wealth of kisses. 

Mont, He ! he I go on, Sir Thomas, go on. 
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Ram. Their round white breasts, tipped with the 
pink, my lord, 
Enchains the hearts of all who look on them ; 
They were a pillow for an emperor. 

Mo7it Holy Saint Andrew, how you make me 

burn ! 
Ram, The King and I, disguised as gaber- 

lunzies — 
Mont, This way, Sir Thomas, I would hear the 
ploy, [Exeunt conversing. 

Kirk. How poor a thing is age without virtue, 
Grey hairs without dignity ; hoary sin. 
The stinking socket of a misspent life. 

Smart. Who's he that stirs the bad blood of this 

fool? 
Kirk. A weed that grows at court and thrives 
therein, 
A thing that claws the vices of the King — 
Sir Thomas Ramsay, canker of his house, 
Who eats the wealth up of this sore tried state. 
While soldiers like myself starve on our pay. 

Enter Elspeth Macfarla^e, £ymrded,/o/lowed 

by an infuriated crowd. 

Port. See where the witch comes, and a furious 
mob. 
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Elsp. Had aff yer hands ; wow, but you're gleg to 
grip a poor body ! May the mither's milk rot in 
the stamach o* yer brats! Deil claw your elbo/ can 
ye no* let me alane ? 

\st Burgher, Prog her in the side, Jamie ; gin she 
sleep we'll a' be witched. My guidwife has had sair 
grips in her wame since she passed our house 
yestreen. 

Elsp, Ha ! ha 1 ha ! sae auld Elspeth hath power 
o'er ye yet. Giber ! giber ! wisht ; Maukins ! 
Maukins ! 
\Chants^ May ye be cursed in lands and gear ; 

May your house ha'e ne'er an heir ; 

•Toads and newts and serpents glide 

Slimy o'er your clean fireside. 

Bow, wow 1 bow, wow ! the dogs o' hell. 

Whisper me tales which I'll no' telL 

\The crowd /wot and rush at her, but 

are kept back by tfie guards, 

2nd Burg, Awa' wi' her, guards ; clap her in the 

Tolbooth. We'll ha'e her burned the mom. Deacon 

Dodds has a wheen tar barrels that will help to 

make a lowe. 

Elsp, That's a poor claw o' a chield, now ; hQ*s 
been married these sax years, but ne'er a brat has 
come to stop his snoring. Ay, guidman Snab, 
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botcher o' clogs! ye would haul a tar barrel for me, 
but hear auld Elspeth's sang, and then dream on't. 
\Chants^ Barren, barren be the womb 

O her ye love, and in the tomb 
Buried be your hopes o* bliss \ 
Poisoned be the lips ye kiss ; 
May your ships.be wrecked at sea, 
My sister Lapland witch's fee \ 
And, like old Job, when ye do claw. 
May scabs and boils fill up your paw. 

2nd Burg. Ye limmer! Fll ha*e yer heart's blood. 

\The crowd hoot and rusk at Elspeth^ 
and the guards hurry her away. 
Kirk. Mother of God, protect us ! My heart is 
sick, 
And the sweet air of heaven seems as if thronged 
With legions of devils new escaped from hell. 
Smart The wretched woman sorely is possessed. 

• 

Enter Dunbar. 

Dunb. What! my good old friend, Sir James 
Kirkcaldy ! 
And Master Smart, and honest Porteous, too ! 
The sun peeps out when three such friends I meet. 
Kirk. George Dunbar, weVe serious business 
with you, 



J 
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And have these three hours waited patiently 
Till your affairs should bring you from the court. 

Dunb. What is amiss ? I am all attention. 

Kirk. You do not serve yourself as we would 
wish, 
Nor do you give to us, your dearest friends, 
That tender show of love that is our due ; 
You are like one who walketh in his sleep 
And skirts a giddy precipice by night, 
With but one step between him and his death. 
We must awake you ere your certain rui« 
Overwhelm the hopes which we have built in you. 

Dunb. Alas ! Sir James, are we not all asleep. 
And know not when the hour of death may come. 

Kirk, Ay ! but there is a death which is eternal. 
Thou hast become the* advocate of hell. 
Using the gifts which God hath given to thee 
In the defence of one sold unto Satan. 
Doth not the Holy Scriptures say to us 
Thou shall not suffer a "wicked witch to live } 

Smart, Already of our sentiments you know ; 
We are not blinded by the multitude 
Whose superstitious fury we've just seen, 
We gravely doubt if ever there be witches ; 
But 'tis the firm faith of our countrymen. 
And he who doth despise it will be lost. 
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Port The powers of man are finite: you're^o 
god 
To melt their stony hearts — and they are mad 
With superstition and the Church's fears. 

Kirk, I understand no fine spun theories, 
But as a plain man I obey the Church : 
The Cardinal says the woman is a witch ; 
Shall I then set my judgment 'gainst the Church ? 

Dunb, I thank you, gentlemen, for your care of 

me, 

And with my best powers I'll requite it. — 

Sir James Kirkcaldy, you're a soldier. 

And a good one. You in the field 

Sustained your country's honour against odds, 

And under you I learned the art of war. 

For by your side I first did look on death. 

Of all the lessons you did give to me 

There was but one that lay close to my heart, 

But it has been the motto of my Hfe : 

A soldier, you would say, should know no fear, — 

That is the common attribute of all ; 

But what makes up the perfect gentleman 

Is a much higher duty than mere courage ; 

He should not be a mercenary drudge, 

But, having weighed the merits of the quarrel. 

And being satisfied that it is just, 

h 



1 8 DUNBAR, Act I. 

Draw then his sword, nor ever sheath it more 
Till victory hath crowned his honest labours. — 
Have I interpreted your words aright ? 

Kirk, You have most aptly told my sentiments. 

Dunb. Then, sir, I am a soldier of the law, 
And I have fully weighed this woman's quarrel, 
And I am satisfied that it is just. 
Nor shall the frowns of a debased court, 
Nor the corrupted logic of the Cardinal, 
Nor yet the idle fury of the crowd 
Make me to falter once in her defence ; 
But I will plead, and plead, and plead her cause 
Till I do force the truth into their hearts. — 
Father of heaven sustain me in this suit 
That no base fear may soil Thy servant*s honour ! 

Kirk, Sir, this is madness; there's no reason in't. 
What general would court a sure defeat. 

Smart, Let us withdraw, we are too public here ; 
For our discourses, spread by idle rumour. 
May be interpreted into our loss. 

Port, We are beset on every side with spies : 
No life so pure that's free from their report. 

Dimb, Then in my study let us meet to-night, 
Where I will render you such potent reasons 
For this my conduct which you call in question, 
As shall commend itself unto your hearts. 
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Kirk, See, my Lord Cardinal approaches. 

Enter Cardinal Beaton, leanijig on the shoulder 

^Father BONIFACE, with several Gentlemen 
in attefidance, 

Beaton, Master Dunbar, it's been reported to me 
That you're a student of divinity. 
Such studies for a layman smack of danger ; 
Be well advised and see to it in time : 
The Church alone doth hold the keys of heaven. 

Dunb, What better studies, my lord Cardinal, 
Can man take than the holy laws of God, 
Given to guide us erring mortals here } 

Bon, Master Dunbar is a very subtle man. 
And such a master of true eloquence 
That when the devil wSnts an advocate 
He makes his suit appear the better cause. 

Dunb, And Father Boniface is such a saint 
That he does penance for his master's sins. 

Beaton, To-morrow we again will try this witch, 
This servant of the devil, openly confessed. 
And our command is that you plead not for her. 

Dunb, In this, your highness, I can not obey you ; 
I have a duty which I owe my client, 
And my profession forces me to plead. 
My honour safe, I'd strain my duty 
To be subservient to your lordship's pleasure. 



20 DUNBAR, Act I. 

Beaton, You are a bold man, Advocate Dunbar; 
But seldom is it that such stubborn virtue 
Lives in these times to plague the world too long. 
Come, Father Boniface, we've business at the Palace. 
[Exeunt BEATON, BONIFACE, and Attendants. 

Kirk, You see the danger is apparent, sir. 

Dimb, But shall the pilot basely skulk below 
When that the whistling wind proclaims the storm ? 
On summer seas we gently glide along, 
But 'tis the danger that doth prove our virtue. 
Gentleman, a kind good-day to you, 
To-night I will expect you in my study. 

\Exeunt severally. 

Scene \\, A Room in Lady Dunbar* s House. 
Enter Lady D UNBAR and Lady ANN 

MONTGOMERIE. 

Lady D, So then, dear Ann, you've won my 
George's love .^ 
Indeed 1 indeed ! but I am jealous of you. 
Mothers are selfish, they'd engross the flower 
That they have nursed up from a tender plant. 
Ah ! when sons wed, Ann, they are lost to us. 
Lady A, Not so, my lady, you'll but gain a 
daughter. 
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Lady D. Yes, yes ! the old phrase, gain a daughter ! 

Lady A. You'll live with us, and will be all 
supreme. 

Lady D, Nay, nay! my child, young housewives 
love to rule. 
And old ones tardily resign command. 
When do you wed } 

Lady A, On Thursday se'nnight, 

The Cardinal's promised to unite our hands. 

Lady D, Will you have all things ready by that 
time } 

Lady A, Something Til lack, but George is so 
impatient. 
My father is engrossed in his own pleasures, 
He takes no order in his family, 
All falls on me ; our servants, too, are spoiled, — 
Over indulged, they just do what they please. 

Lady D. TU bring my maid with me and help you, 
Ann. 
When does my lord, your father, go to court. 

Lady A, At noon each day,returning at midnight. 

Lady D, Most ample time to ply our industry. 
But you must brace your nervQs up, my dear child, 
And be a fitting partner to my son. 
For he is full of manly fortitude 
And bom to make some figure in the world. 
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Lady A, I shall in all things strive to be his wife; 
But, good my lady, weVe but garden flowers, 
Nursed in the sunshine, pruned by tender hands, 
And little can abide the storms of life ; 
But, planted by a good and stately oak. 
We throw our loving tendrils round the trunk, 
And gather strength from our protecting friend. 
So, when the angry blasts of winter come. 
We live secure, nor heed the driving storm. 

Lady D, And you will find my George a trusty 
friend. 
Who can protect you, and direct your mind. 

Lady A, When comes he home } Tm needful of 
advice. 

LadyD, Thecourt by this time must bebrokenup — 
The Cardinal doth inquire about a witch. 
He must be here directly. 

L.ady A, Alas ! these trials. 

George tells me there are no such things as witches ; 
What says my lady } 

Lady D, In this he's over bold ; 

But 'tis his nature to be void of fear. 
The weak commands his sympathy, and oft 
Makes him forget the crimes that stain their lives. 
Witches are enemies of God and man. 
Let us rely, Ann, on his keener wit. 
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And his unerring judgment, to find out 
The guilty ones from the unfortunate. 

Enter DuNBAR. 

Dunb. Still at the old theme, mother, — ever thus 
Singing my praises from the morn till night. 
Madam, you do offend my modesty, 
And give a handle to my enemies 
To mock me in the court and in the street. 

Lady D, I speak the truth, George, and fear no 
malice. 

Dunb, You must appraise me at a lower price 
Than doth my mother ; she's a partial judge 
Who only weighs my merits, not my faults. 
When expectation and our hopes run high. 
The clouds of disappointment hover nigh. 

Lady A, Where I do love, I trust, and trusting see 
No spots to mar the beauty of my sun ; 
Love gives her light, and that light doth dispel 
The darkness of the shady walks of life. 

Dunb, Thus I would ever have thee, my dear Ann, 
When that the holy priest hath joined our hands. 
And given to me the sacred name of husband ; 
Therefore Td have thee not expect too much. 
Fm full- of faults — self-willed and proud, 
Ready to scorn my neighbour's prejudice; 
Tenacious of my own ; passionate and fierce. 
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The floods of wild desire o'ervvhelm my soul. 
Some of these faults already I've subdued, 
And erelong I'll be master of myself 
Give me thy prayers, Ann, my gentle love, thy 

prayers — 
The whisperings from uncorrupted lips 
Are ever potent in the ear of God. 

Lady D, The modest saint still magnifies his sins. 
Lady A. I'm very glad that I have met you here, 
I've much to say to you, — my hopes and fears 
Make my tongue falter, — how shall I frame my 

speech 
So as to warn you of your certain danger. 
Heaven be my guide as pure my motives are! 

Dunb, Why, Ann, the blood hath fled thy cheeks. 
Thou tremblest like a bird caught in a gin, 
Thine eye speaks terror, — pluck back thy spirits ; 
Thou art with friends; this is my house. 
Who, then, can harm thee? must I call thy maid? 

Lady A, Oh, no! no! no! not yet, your ear alone, 
And the tried virtue of your lady mother, 
Must be recipients of my heavy speech. 
Dost thou know Father Boniface, my George, 
Confessor to the Cardinal, — that black priest. 
Whose eye speaks cunning, and whose smile is 

death, — 
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He has of late been with my father much. 
The King has cast his eyes on my poor beauty, 
And wishes me to wed Sir Thomas Ramsay, 
Dunb, Great God, awake! oh! doth thy justice 

sleep ? 
Lady A, My father loves the Church and fears 

her priest ; 
His riots and his lewdness clog his soul, 
And unseen terrors of the nether world 
Are ever present to his wakeful fancy. 
Father Boniface is Ramsay's agent, 
And keeps his iron grasp upon my Lord. 
Ah ! George, need I say more : — an owl last 

night 
Perched at my window, screeching till the dawn, 
And at my door, as I came forth, a toad, 
Swollen and venomous, did spit at me ; 
Elspeth, the witch, as she came from the court 
Turned round and mocked me. 
And these sad omens speak but of my ruin. 

Dunb. Dismiss the thought, Ann, 'tis an idle 

fear; 
Thou art armed in triple steel, my girl. 
There's an o'erruling Providence which shields 
Thy virtuous mind from the assaults of vice. 
Lady D. But, George, beware of Father Boniface, 
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He is a Lindsay, and our feudal foe, 

And he will dog you to the death, my son. 

The Cardinal is much displeased with you, 

For you presume to call his acts in question ; 

Father Boniface inflames his passions. 

And when the Cardinal hates 'tis certain death, 

So keep an eye on Father Boniface, 

Dunb, Mother, FU lay your warnings to my heart. 
But, good my lady, this is no savage land. 
We live secure beneath our Christian laws ; 
Nor shall the holy Legate of the Pope, 
Nor yet his Majesty the King presume 
To crush the life out of a free-born Scot. 
My conscience is devoid of all offence 
Against my King and country ; I love both. 
Nor will I think my Lord Montgomerie, 
My gentle Ann, is so devoid of honour 
As barter yours to our lascivious King. 

Enter Lord Montgomerie. 

ft - 

Mont, Ay, you say true, the King's a lickerish lad, 
And loves a pretty lass before his crown. 
Shall I say sooth, my lady, at his years 
I was the wildest gallant of the times ; 
A well-turned ankle, and two pretty feet 
Playing at bo-peep 'neath a petticoat, 
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Will even yet stir up the little blood 

That thinly courses through my shrivelled frame. 

* • 

Lady D, Fie ! my lord, at your years, Tore your 
child ! 

Mont. 'Tis in our blood, madam, 'tis in our blood. 
Our family was ever gay and free ; 
The star that shone at our nativity. 
High in the heavens, was Venus, madam, • 
Which marks us out as votaries of your sex. 

Dunb, Say rather, sir, the poison of the sex, 
For your corrupted speeches blast their virtue ; 
Once having cropped the gay flower of their beauty. 
You cast them from you, e*en as tainted things. 
To the cold scorn of a remorseless world. 

Mont Holy Saint Andrew, sir, these are big words. 

Dunb, In three days hence I own you as my 
father. 
My nature, sir, is full of reverence. 
And I would think of you as one to love. 
My lord, o'erstrain my duty and it snaps. 

Mont At my years must I go again to school ! 
Ann, have you chosen this man for your husband ? 

Lady A, O sir, your idle words hath pierced my 
heart. 

Dunb, The angel of death o'ershades thee with 
his wings. 
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Thy palsied feet and rheumy eyes proclaim 
That thou art tottering by the yawning grave. 
Ah ! death stands by thee h'ke a sergeant 
Who, having tapped thee with his staff of office, 
Waits whilst thou takest a sad leave of thy friends 
Ere he arrests thee for -the debt of nature. 

-J/d;//. -Holy Saint Andrew! Mother of God! alas, 
Protect me from the fiend 1 the fiend ! the fiend ! 

[Holds up an image of Saint Andrew, falls 
on his knees and mumbles a prayer. 

Diinb, Virtue robs death of all its terrors, sir, 
Repentant sinners surely will find grace. — 
Mother, give me my sword. 
rU see my lord and Ann safe to their lodgings. 
The shades of night are stealing fast upon us, • 
And in our streets when darkness settles down 
Prowl forth the sons of Belial, bloody men. 

Lady A, Father, awake, we must be stirring, sir; 
The hour is late, there's danger in delay. 

Mont Holy Saint Andrew, I repent ! I repent I 
Give me your arm, George, Tm a weak old man, 
Full of years, and very full of vanity. 
My idle youth was spent in riot, George, 
And r would gladly shut the vision out. 
I will reform ! Saint Andrew, I'll reform ! 

[Exeunt all but Lady DuNBAR. 
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Lady D\ Go forth, proud eagle, on thy fearless 
flight, 
Though darkly thouVt encompassed by thy foes 
Thy countenance shall never blanch with fear. 
Thou hast repaid all labour, my dear boy, 
And though dark fate now marks thy early grave, 
Thy noble spirit shall live on for ever. 
And, like a beacon shining through the night, 
Make future ages joyful in thy light. \Exit, 

Scene III. Dunbar's Study. An ancient library, 
globes^ booksy telescope^ and antique furniture. 
At the back of tlie stage a large window from 
zvhich a view is liad of the Firth of Forth and 
distant hills of Fife by moonlight. 

Dunbar discovered reading. 

Dunb. [Reads.] "In the beginning God created 
the heavens and the earth. 
And the earth was without form and void." — 
" In the beginning," an elastic phrase. 
What countless ages bear ye on your back, 
What myriad throbbings of the pulse of time 
Has gone to form the mighty universe. 
The eye grows dim with peering in the past, 
And the brain seething in this fleshly ball 
Takes in its little ken and calls it history. 
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Mysterious Being, whose ethereal form 

Eludes the gross perceptions of our eyes, 

We feel Thy power — we see Thy mighty works ! 

But in the toiling universe no sound, 

No audible voice, clear as a silver bell, 

Pierces our ear, filling our hungry soul 

With the rich food that satisfies our reason. 

[Advances to window. 
In what bright orb hast Thou then fixed Thy seat ? 
I claim a kinship to Thee, mighty Spirit, 
And, with my whole powers bent unto Thy service, 
Help on the universal good. 
Priests have their systems, and can tell of Thee 
In their dull books ; they fix Thy sacred laws. 
And draw a picture of Thy character : 
Thou art jealous, angry, revengeful. 
Making a family Thy favourites. 
Slaying the guiltless for the guilty*s sake, 
And so a man, but with almighty power ; 
The world is given to show Thy passions in.— 
I must have something purer than myself 
In Him that I do worship as my God ! 

Enter Sir JAMES KIRKCALDY, PORTEOUS, 

and Smart. 
Smart, He sees us not, his spirit's in the heavens 
Wrapt in illusive dreams — he seems entranced. 
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Kirk, Master Dunbar, we wait upon your leisure. 

Dunb, My good friends, Fm discourteous, 
I was lost in thought, and marked you not. 
My brain was busy with the boundless past, 
Trying to count the £^es of creation ; 
But our finite reason, too feeble for the flight. 
Like a proud eagle sailing towards the sun. 
With wearied pinions stoops again to earth. 

Kirk, Master Dunbar, I must be plain with 
you. 
Your idle dreams will only work your ruin. 
YouVe set your feeble strength against the Church. 
And he that consorts with you shares your fate. 

Smart We do entreat you to %\vq, up this suit. 

Port, You cannot save the wretched woman, sir. 

Kirk, Against the powers of darkness who can 
fight } 
I never feared foe on a well-pitched field, 
But hellish charms of an accursed witch, 
Who melts your strength before a wasting fire. 
Curdles your blood and withers your stout arm, 
Makes palsied fear to creep across my heart. 

Dunb, O ignorance! thou sovereign of the world, 
How dost thou prey upon the love of man. 
And make the generous heart of James Kirkcaldy 
Condemn a wretched woman who's distract. 
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Kirk, A witch ! a witch ! a damned, corrupted 
witch ! 

Dunb, There's no such thing. — List to the voice 
of reason, 
Whose gentle breath can charm your idle fears, 
Soothe your perturbed spirits more $han music, 
The glorious harmony of heavenly choirs. 

Port, Be calm. Sir James, we came to hear Dunbar. 

Dunb. Within the sacred leaves of this good book 
Is the quintessence of the holy thoughts 
Of many mighty prophets, who of old 
Walked in communion with Almighty God, 
Here is the fountain of those living waters 
Which, having tasted, you ne'er thirst again. 
Fve drunk deep of this sacred fount. Sir James, 
And now my soul abhors the muddy stream 
Which a corrupted Church would have me drink. 

Smart Hush ! Dunbar, the very walls may hear 
Your fearful words, and sound them in the ear 
Of mighty Beaton, who breathes death to heretics. 

Dunb, In God's full time, in great Augustus' reign, 
Rose the bright sun of all our hopes, our Christ ; 
The times were most propitious for his reign. 
For mighty Rome had civilised the world. 
And the rude superstitions of the past 
Were all rejected by each man of sense. 
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The earth rejoiced when Jesus oped his lips, 
And every demon that did haunt the groves 
And marble temples of the Pagan world, 
Fled to the utmost confines of the earth, 
And dropped into the realms of sable night. 

Kirk, Speak on, Dunbar, for you have charmed 
mine ear. 

Dunb, What hell acknowledged and what earth 
proclaimed 
Was not sufficient for your lordly Priest. 
Christ plucked the mask from a corrupted Church 
And cut the bonds that fettered human souls. 
And so the Church cried but, " An heretic ! " 
The Priests were cunning then as they are now, 
They stirred the idle crowd up for their ends. 
They scourged meek Jesus, crucified our Lord. 

Port Oh ! heavy tale of man*s ingratitude. 

Dunb, Black was the night that covered the sad 
world, 
But many a fair flower, dropped from Jesus' lips, 
Took root and blossomed in a foreign land. 
With sorrow good men wander o'er the earth, 
Gathering these rich flowers of the sacred truth ; 
For fourteen hundred years the Priest has reigned 
And superstition has defiled the Church, 
But now the day-star of our hopes doth rise. 
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The superstructure noddeth to its fall. 
The hydra-headed monster will be slain. 
The cruel dragon that despoils our land, 
And fattens on the best blood of our sons, 
Sickens and dies before the light of truth. 
Christ asks not for the blood of wretched women 
Oppressed with age, with poverty, and fear ; 
It is not for the life of this poor wretch 
I risk my own in combating this fiend; 
Many have died of greater worth than her, 
But through her cause I combat for the truth : 
The idle dreams of superstitious fools 
Should never be construed into a crime. 

Kirk. Has all the witches that have died of late 
Been murdered by the Church or by the state ! 

Dunb, The victims, good Sir James, of baseless 
fear. 

Kirk, Are there no fairies, brownies, imps of hell, 
No charms to work us ill, 

Dunb, None, sir, none. 

Some are the dreams of poets, some of priests 
Who find it profitable to debase our minds 
And rule us through our superstitious fears. 

Kirk. The doctrine's strange, and not to be 
believed. 

Dunb, The body, pampered by long years of ease, 
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Gorged with rich dainties, cookcraft, high spiced 

wines, 
Turns loathing from the sight of wholesome food ; 
So with the spirit deluded by false dreams, 
And idle tales of goblin's, dwarfs, and giants, 
It cannot brook the plain and honest truth. 

Smart The mind of Europe that so long hath 
slept 
Is but awakening to the power of law. 

Kirk, I cannot tell, doubtless you're honest men, 
But in my simple judgment the paths you tread 
Are slippery and full of danger. 
I was not trained to bandy with set phrases, 
But yet, my eyes are not shut to the faults, 
The scandalous lives of many of the clergy, — 
Happily the dawn of better times has come ; 
But be thou well assured of this, Dunbar, 
You'll find in James Kirkcaldy a true soldier. 
Convince my judgment that your cause is right, 
And I will follow you unto the death. 

Dunb, In all things thou wilt ever be most 
noble : 
Look round the universal world and see 
How all things crowned are by Almighty love ; 
The spring, the summer, and the autumn pass, 
And every season brings new gifts from God. 
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The carpet of the earth is strewn with flowers ; 
The woods re-echo with the songs of birds ; 
The teeming ground rewards our industry ; 
The cloud-capped hills and undulating plains, 
Formed by the matchless Architect of nature, 
Arrest our eye and captivate our hearts; 
The winds blow from the east or from the west, 
Haply soft southern gales or blustering north ; 
And what doth this tell but the love of God, 
Who makes man master of the swelling deep, 
And wafts his tiny vessels too and fro. 
Oh ! can we think then that this mighty God 
Can be well pleased with wretched women's groans, 
The faggot or the thumbscrew or the rack. 
If we offend against His mighty laws. 
Disease and death are ready at His will; 
Man need not stretch his bloody hand to help 
To pull destruction on his brother's head. 

Kirk, Enough said, George; when is this trial 
forward ? 

Dunb, To-morrow at noon. 

Kirk, Seek then your couch. 

The general before to-morrow's battle, 
Trusting to God to give him victory. 
Sleeps sound and happy, for his mind's resolved, 
His sins confessed, he's ready then to die ; 
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In this your warfare there is no less danger, 
But if you fall your death is crowned with glory. 

Dunb. Nay, we will live and storm the citadel — 
'Tis almost morning, we must say good-night. 
The grey dawn peereth o'er North Berwick Law, 
And I must snatch some moments of repose. 

Port We'll meet you at the court to-morrow, sir. 

Smart See you go armed, for Father Boniface 
Has learned in Italy the bravo's trade. 

Kirk, Some of my soldiers lodge here in the city, 
ril have them ready, they will be your guard ; 
And if the Cardinal stretch his hand against you, 
rU let him feel we men of Fife can fight. 

Dunb. I'm very grateful for your anxious care : 
I will be stirring soon, for I've to make 
Some apt quotations from the Roman law ; 
This is the arsenal, Sir James, from which 
We draw our arms to combat our rude Acts. 
Good-night ! good-night ! I'll see you to the street. 

[Exeunt with light. 
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ACT II. 

( 

Scene I. Edinburgh, An ancient Hall of Justice, 

Enter Cardinal BEATON and Father BONIFACE, 

conversing. 

Bon, I do not put this to you in set malice, 
Though he has given me just cause of anger, 
But for the Church's good, I am thus urgent. 

Beaton, The Church's good ! — ^well, say on. 

Bon, IVe an eye 

That curiously doth peer into these matters. 
This pestilent disease of German spawn 
If once it doth affect our Scottish Zion, 
Farewell to all the comforts of our Church. 
The nobles envy much our wealth and state, 
And hopes of spoil will hasten their conversion, 
For they've but one abiding principle, 
And that is summed up in their interests. 

Beaton, A very potent reason with most men. 

Bon, And therefore we should not lose sight of 
ours. 
Master Dunbar doth know this well enough, 
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And will not wink at opportunity 

To square his poisonous doctrines with their ends. 

Beaton, It is not wise too nicely here to weigh 
The hidden thoughts and motives of our fellows ; 
The Church, too fearful, will pluck on the danger 
Which 'tis her interest that she despise. 

Bon, When pestilence doth rage in neighbouring 
states 
The guardians of the public health must watch 
All importations with most jealous care, 
Lest kingly death, with weapons forged anew, 
Make a destruction of the citizens ; 
Diseases of the mind are subtler far, 
And must be promptly dealt with, if at all. 
Dunbar has got that showy kind of virtue 
Which makes a ready tool for damned heresy. 

Beaton. Take care, Father Boniface, take care 
Your private feud make you not judge awry. 
The charges that you make doth touch his life. 
It were a sin most worthy of the fiend 
If of the Church you made a stalking horse 
To gratify the malice of your heart. 

Bon, Holy Saint Francis ! my lord Cardinal, 
Your humble servant is not such a knave ! 

Beaton. When the court assembles bring me 
word ; 
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The Lady Douglas waits me in her chamber 

To tell her beads and get her sins aJDSolved. {Exit, 

Bon. Go to your mistress, idle voluptuary, 
You will absolve her, but in such a way 
As makes me blush to think that I must serve you. 
Is it of such stuff they make Cardinals ? 
No wonder then the Church doth stand in danger. 
He touched me nearly — the Church my stalking 

horse ! 
Well, I am not the first that's used her so ; 
Preferment in this world comes unto those 
Who have the heart and hand to seize upon it. 

Enter Dunbar, Sir James Kirkcaldy, Smart, 

and PoRTEOUS. 

Dunb. In happy time I've met you, reverend 
Father ; 
It has of late been whispered in mine ear 
That I must count you as my enemy ; 
Is it so, sir } 

Bon, The idle world will speak : 

The mother Church accounts me her poor servant ; 
If you are loyal and obedient to her 
No man will be more forward than myself 
To blazon forth your most undoubted virtues. 

Dunb, A crooked answer to a simple question 
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Augurs a mind diseased and full of malice ; — 
Well, be it so, sir, we must then be foes. 

Enter Elspeth Macfarlane, guarded. 

When doth the court assemble ? we are ready. 

Bon. I shall acquaint his highness that you wait. 

\Exit 

Kirk, A double-faced, toad-spotted villain, 
The malice of his heart peeps through his eyes ; 
I had even much ado to keep my hands, 
They itched to crush the reptile. 

Dunb, 'Tis better as it is, leave him in peace. 
The greatest curse to such a mind as his 
Is when conviction comes that he is known. 

Re-enter Cardinal Beaton, Father BoNlFACE, 
and four Bishops^ who take thHr seats. 

Beaton. Elspeth Macfarlane, in our former courts 
We have most fully probed the several points 
That have been urged against you in this suit. 
It has been proved beyond the reach of doubt 
That your immortal spirit you have sold 
For gold, to Satan, and for a certain time 
To wield on earth the power of hellish charms, 
And in the exercise of these, your powers, 
YouVe worked much mischief in this royal realm. 
First in the count of these your several crimes 
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Is Mary Blain, an honest burgher's wife, 

Upon whose brain you worked such hellish charms 

That she overlaid her child, and caused his death. 

Elsp. Deil ha'e a care o' me, am I to get the wite 
o* that ? Luckie Blain takes a dram, and her head 
being nane o' the strongest, she whumles her owre 
on the tap o' her squalling brat. 

Beaton, A simple drover, Michael Scott by name, 
On Boroughmoor you met at dead of night, 
With horrid shapes and direful piercing yells, 
Till he, distracted, fled, and broke his leg. 
Elsp. The silly carl got a fleg, 

He louped a dyke, and broke his leg. 
He gripped a lass behind a cairn, 
And micht hae gat her then wi' bairn ; 
I, passing by that murky night, 
Gave a loud screech ; they got a fright. 
And sae asunder aff they flew, 
And thought each bramble did pursue. 
They ran as fast as if five deils 
Were peppering at their lickerish heels. 
Mare be token that the lassie serves the Lady 
Douglas; her that your highness is owre chief wi', ye 
ken. 

Dunb, That was thrust home, but did her cause 
no good. {Aside to KIRKCALDY. 
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Beaton, Woman, the chief indictment is to come : 
Thy wicked heart, now fully given to malice 
Against Sir Thomas Ramsay of that Ilk, 
Procured a waxen image of the same. 
Which, 'fore a slow and wasting fire you placed, 
Whereat the knight fell sick, his vital powers 
By intermittent fever were consumed, 
And loathsome scabs affected all his body. 
Thy wicked charms did bring him nigh to death, 
When that the Holy Virgin heard his prayers, 
And sent the guards to grip you at your trade. 

Elsp, Haud ye there, guidman ! haud ye there ! 
Did he peak, did he pine ? tell me ! tell me ! his e'e 
grew hollow, and death rattled in his thrapple. 
Auld Elspeth did it; ay, gentles, Elspeth did it. 
Hecate ga'e me power to curse, make the milk he 
drinks grow lappered in his throat, curse him in his 
bones and in his flesh, curse him in his wife and irt 
his heir, palsy, plagues, agues, and fever seize him. 
Hark ! gentles, hark ! Til tell to ye a tale. He stole 
from me my winsome Nellie ; her hair was flaxen, 
and her e'en sae bonny blue. She's a fairy now, my 
Nellie. She's dead ! gentles, she's dead ! And then 
her poor auld minnie's gane daft. They say she's 
a witch now, and to be burnt the morn. What say 
ye, gentles.? Aha! the bonny image melted 
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'fore the fire. Elspeth revenged Nellie ! revenged 
Nellie ! 

Dunb, You touched her mad vein, my lord 
Cardinal. 
That cruel wrong did rob her of her wits. 
Poor wretch! thou art more sinned against than 
sinning. 

Beaton, Woman, I charge you by the Holy Virgin 
That you do purge your soul of these your crimes, 
Freely confessing here unto the court ; 
For, though your body's given to the flames, 
Haply your soul may yet reach Paradise. 

Dunb, She cannot plead, your Grace, she is dis- 
tract. 

Bon, List to this noble advocate, my lord, 
He's got a bran new theory to prove 
That we and all our ancestors were fools. 

Kirk. Unholy Priest, that sneer becomes thee ill. 
When our unhappy sister's life doth stand 
Upon the nice-poised justice of this court. 

Beaton, Master Dunbar, you have our leave to 
plead. 

Dunb, Then, sir, I shall a tale to you unfold. 
So sad, so full of homely pathos. 
That though I lack the manly eloquence 
That doth distinguish you, my noble Beaton, 
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Shall force from every honest heart who hears, 
The gentle tribute of a few salt tears. 

Bon, Misplaced pity is a sin against God. 

Dunb. Some few miles from the precincts of this 
court 
There dwelt an honest farmer named Macfarlane, 
A rude, rough man, who, in the English wars, 
Had seen his four sons drop down by his side, 
Nor shed a tear at their untimely fate ; 
But in his heart there blossomed one fair flower, 
A little maiden whom he called his Nellie. 
A fairer nymph or yet a gayer spirit 
Ne'er made the woods resplendent with her song. 
Her happy life was one long summer day. 
Till an unlucky hour sent Thomas Ramsay, 
With hawks and hounds across her father's lands. 
That most licentious nobleman then cast 
Lascivious eyes on our unhappy Nellie ; 
But she'd a mind as fair as was her body. 
And to his idle tale of sensuous love 
Turned a deaf ear, or else a queenly scorn. 

Beaton. That would, my friend. Sir Thomas, 
brook but ill. 

Dunb, This boasting, bold seducer, being foiled, 
Took a sure method to secure the maid. 
Her father's house at dead of night he stormed, 
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And when the honest farmer him withstood, 
Ran his cursed weapon to the hilt in him. 
Elspeth Macfarlane, my unhappy client, 
Was this man's wife — her husband fighting, 
She fled for aid unto her nearest neighbour. 
Too soon returning, she was lighted back 
By the red flames that did consume her home. 
Her husband dead, her Nellie stolen away. 
Ruined past hope, she lifted up her voice, 
And, shrieking wildly, fled unto the woods. 
From whence she did return a few days after 
A hapless, babbling idiot. 

Beaton, A wrong so great 

Will not be long withheld from royal ears. 

Kirk. There spoke my noble Cardinal Beaton. 

Dunb, Oppressed with age, disease, and poverty 
This wretched woman feebly sought for justice : 
Justice was deaf, or listened to her foes. 
Her mind diseased, reverted to the tales. 
The idle tales of witches, goblins, dwarfs, 
Water kelpies, brownies, fairies, ghosts, 
And all the wild chimeras that infest 
The kitchens or the halls of ignorance. 

Bon, The cloven foot begins now to appear. 

Dunb, Her idle ravings were misjudged by fear, 
And, for Sir Thomas Ramsay was diseased, — 
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The tribute paid by libertines for sin, — 

He trumped a tale up that he was bewitched, 

And sought the life of her he'd wronged so much. 

Beaton. Say rather, that your client, so far injured, 
And meditating much on her revenge. 
Became a fitting tool for the arch fiend. 

Dunb. My lord ! my lord ! 'tis idle ; there's no 
such thing. 

Bon, I told you, noble Beaton, that Dunbar 
Had got more wisdom in his own conceit 
Than the whole college of the Cardinals. 

Beaton. Do you maintain, then, that there is no 
fiend, 
No power to work us ill, no witch or demon, 
Who finds a ready tool in wicked men — 
No hell, or punishment for crimes hereafter } 
If that be so, the universe 's a blank. 
And since the early dawn of history 
Men have but dreamed their idle lives away. 

Dunb. What spirits do inhabit the thick air 
That girds this noble world we live in — 
For that they are impalpable — I know not ; 
But since the advent of our Advocate, 
The earth became the garden of the Lord ; 
Nor shall I think so meanly of His power 
As that He'd suffer demons to destroy it. 
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Beaton. The air of Europe's charged with heresy, 
The pestilence hath worked the Germans ill, 
And now the clouds do lower on our state : 
Beware, my son, lest that your forward fancy 
Lead thee in paths that end in lasting ruin. 
Dunb. Think not to fright me with a word con- 
demned. 
If it be heresy to search for truth, 
Then, my lord Cardinal, I accept the name. 
Beaton. Be it so. Guards ! seize on the person 
of Dunbar ; 
Arrest this bold defier of the Church. 
He'll answer for his doctrines Yore our court. 

[Kirkcaldy, Smart, and Porteous draw. 
Port. He courts his death that doth advance a 

step. 
Smart. Freely he came and freely he'll depart. 

[Soldiers appear at door. 
Kirk. My lord Cardinal, you know me for a 
soldier ; 
My friend Dunbar is under my protection ; 
These are my men, whose only rule of life 
Is summed up in the little word obedience. 

Beaton. Sir James Kirkcaldy, I respect thy valour, 
But, for this bold affront, be thou assured 
I shall not rest until I have thy head. 



Scene 1 1. THE KINGS AD VOCA TE, 49 

Kirk, When my poor sword cannot protect my 
head, 
My noble Beaton, it is at your service. 

Beaton, Elspeth Macfarlane, for your many Crimes 
The sentence is, that you be now removed 
To the Grassmarket, and there burned to death : 
This IS for doom, and God protect your soul. 
Dunb, Cardinal Beaton, at the great day of judg- 
ment 
I will arraign thee Yore our righteous Judge 
For the foul murder of this hapless woman. 

[Exeunt Dunbar, Kirkcaldy, 
Smart, and Porteous. 
Bon, Remove the prisoner, and break up the court 

[Exeufit. 

Scene IL A Room in Lord Montgomerie'S House. 
Enter Sir Thomas Ramsay, and Lord 

MONTGOMERIE. 

Ram, Fie, my lord, you must not give way to 
these whimsies; we that are young and of free 
spirits must defy melancholy. 

Mont, No, no, Sir Thomas, Tm an old man and 
very frail. 

Ranu Old ! why you are as straight in the back 

and as thick in the calves as any gallant in the 

D 
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town. Come, you have been to confession, and let 
some rascally priest blow these vapours into you. 

Mont Sir Thomas, Sir Thomas, you must not 
say these things. I am an old man, and have been 
a great sinner, and would make my peace with the 
Church. 

Ram, Now, Til wager three crowns to a half- 
penny that thou hast let that rascally Priest 
Boniface cheat thee out of a quarter's rent to say 
masses for thy soul when thou art dead, and, like 
a brave gallant as he is, — for beneath the cowl there 
beats a merry heart, — he will spend the money in 
good wine with his fellows in the Canongate, troll 
a merry song at dead of night, each friar with a 
buxom lass to keep his bed warm. 

Mont Saint Andrew, keep me cool; wine and 
buxom lasses with my money. No, no, Sir Thomas, 
you are wrong. 

Ram, I tell you what, my lord, priests are but 
men, and beneath the demure face and sanctimoni- 
ous whine, which is the tribute that they pay for 
bread, there beats a heart as full of wild desire as 
any libertine that walks the town. I speak not 
of them thus to condemn, but rather in the way of 
commendation. I am free myself, love wine and 
women ; pleasure is the business of my life. 
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Mont Oh ! the flesh, the flesh ! 

Ram. And wherefore were you born in the flesh 
if you* were to make no use of it. I tell you, sir, 
all men act as I do, though few are so honest as to 
say so. Men are of different temperaments ; but 
pleasure is the load-star that doth draw them all. 
Some love to whine and pull long faces — well, they 
have their uses, they serve as foils to sharpen our 
wits upon ; others consume their days in laborious 
study, I pity them, but 'tis their pleasure. Poets 
rave at the stars, philosophers look after the stone, 
and thou, old sinner, — confess the truth, — it has been 
the business of thy life to play the gallant to some 
piece of beauty. 

Mont. He! he! he! Sir Thomas, you are tte 
soul of wit. 

Ram. He begins to thaw, I must ply him hard. 
[Aside.'] Plague upon you, you are so cunning 
there is no knowing you. What said Lady Jane 
Munro, the first beauty of the Court, the other 
night, **ril back my Lord Montgomerie for true 
courtship against any two of the present gallants 
of the day, and she added with an arch smile 

but I will not flatter you, or betray the lady's 

secrets. 

Mont. Ha! ha! ha! that woman has a deal of 



52 DUNBAR, ACT II. 

sense, Sir Thomas. What ho, there ! bring us some 
wine. \Enter Servant with wine.] We'll drink to 
her health, Sir Thomas — the lady Jane, the wittiest 
and the prettiest! — ha! you dog, you see an old 
fellow has some chance yet. [Exit Servant, 

Ram. Now, my lord, since you have got rid of 
the vapours, what say you to my suit ? 

Mont. I told you, Sir Thomas, Ann is promised 
to another. 

Ram. Pha, my lord, are you mad ; have you 
not heard the news this morning — how that the 
Cardinal would arrest Dunbar for heresy, and that 
Sir James Kirkcaldy with his soldiers carried him 
from the court by main force ? 

Mont. Holy Saint Andrew ! that is news indeed. 

Ram. Beaton will never pardon the affront, and 
every one that harbours him is doomed. No, 
no, my lord, choose me for your daughter's husband ; 
the Cardinal's my kinsman and the King is my 
gossip. You will need powerful friends to save 
your house. 

Mont. Lord ! what a world of change this is. 
But hark you in your ear. Sir Thomas, think 
you to win my Ann and hand her over to the 
King. 

Ram. Fie ! fie ! an idle scandal, on my word of 
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honour; I have adorned the trows of too many 
husbands not to protect the sprouting of my own. 

Mont Body o* me, I have almost a mind to con- 
sent, only I am afear'd the Dunbars will kick up 
the devil and all. 

Ram, They will have enough ado to save him 
from the Church without prosecuting a feud with 
you. 

Mont I consent, I consent ! you are a husband 
for her after my own heart. Sir Thomas, I never 
liked Sir Sage Morality. 

Ram, Thanks, old dad ; get thee thy hat and 
come down to the Palace, there is a set of revellers 
to-night, and Lady Jane is to be one of them. 

Mont He ! he ! he ! Sir Thomas, you have put 
metal in my legs, I will let you see how an old 
fellow can drink. [Exeunt 

Scene III. Edinburgh, The Grassmarket, with 
the stake prepared for burning the Witch. 

Enter Elspeth Macfkr'LK^'E, guarded, followed 
by a great crowd of Burghers, 

1st Burg. Aha ! ye limb o' Satan, weVe got you 
now. 

2nd Burg. See if the foul fiend will help you. You 
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sold him your soul for a bonny penny fee, but I am 
thinking, my hinny, ye rue the day now. . 

Elsp, Wow ! wow ! my bonny bairns, ha*e ye come 
out to see the daffin. You will see auld Elspeth 
mount on a chariot of fire. 

\st Burg. Ay, ye limmer, ye will ha'e a foretaste 
o' the pains o' hell. 

Elsp, {Chants while they bind her to the stake) 
Come frae Dis, my bonny doo, 
Come weel mounted on a soo ; 
Come and bring each fleshly lust, 
That corrupts poor sons o' dust. 
Lechery and gluttony, sodomy and theft ; 
The bloody hand of murder bold, 
The horrid thoughts that make hearts cold, 
Of gentle pity all bereft. 
Come, must I work a potent spell, 
To drag ye frae the courts o' hell. 
\st Burg, Plug up her mouth, guards, or we are 
a* dead men. 
Elsp, I see them labouring o*er the moon. 
For there 'tis night — the silvery noon ; 
They come like knights in courtly show, 
With their banners all aglow, 
Dripping red with clots o* blood. 
With meagre famine at their heels. 
Gibbering round their chariot wheels, 
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Laughing round with many a shroud, 
Brought to wrap you mortals in 
Who so dearly love your sin. 

[T/iepile is lighted, 
2nd Burg, May the Holy Virgin preserve us. 
1st Burg, Pile up the fire, lads, bring Deacon 
Dodd's tar barrels. 
Elsp, Snakey mither, stygean bom, 
Look upon a wretch forlorn ; 
Must I feel these tongues o' fire, 
And amid these flames expire. 
Come then quickly, let me feel 
That thou carest for my weal ; 
Bring thy chariot frae on high, 
We will mount unto the sky. 
And look down upon these fools. 
Who sae willing are the tools 

O' priests, and kings, and lusty knights. 
Ah ! mither dear, will these delights 
Nae bring frae Dis, our master brave. 
And pluck me frae the horrid grave. 
[During the recital of the foregoing verses ^ the crowd 
show signs of abject terror^ cross t/iemselves^ fall upon 
their knees in the attitude of prayer. As the flames 
reach the Witch she shrieks with pain^ the crowd hoot 
her and pile up more faggots, during which the curtain 
falls and ends the Scene, 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. Edinburgh, Interior of Saint Giles 

Cathedral, 

Enter D UNBAR. 

Dunb, This happy morning I was to be wed, 
And now this day's selected of all others, 
By those I love, to do me greatest wrong. 
Not three days since, the gentle Lady Ann, 
Tears in her eyes and pallor on her cheek. 
Whispered with dread that Ramsay sought her 

hand ; 
And now the merry marriage bells loud peal 
In honour of her union with my foe. 

I am not angry, sorrow eats my heart. 
And my weak steps now wander to the church 
To mark the cheer of my deluded Ann. 
I cannot sleep ; my food has turned to gall. 
Last night I sought to drown my cares in wine, 
The more I drank the more I was depressed ; 
I called philosophy unto my aid. 
The sentences did mock my understanding, 
And peevishly I threw away the book. 
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O man ! godlike in reason, infinite in power, 
Thy giant intellect can reach the worlds 
That silently do roll through empty space, 
Grasp the fell lightning and subdue its power. 
And so annihilate both time and space. 
This piece of flesh so palpably a god — 
This crowning work of all created things — 
Touch but his feelings, or his passions rouse, 
And see the drivelling child of earth again. 
That eye which lately flashed with godlike fire 
Now dim with tears, all blubbered like a girl's. 
When heavy disappointment sinks the heart 
Religion and philosophy may preach, 
But the words fall upon an ear that's deaf [Retires. 

Enter y in marriage procession^ Cardinal BEATON, 
Father Boniface, Sir Thomas RamsaY; 
Lord MoNTGOMERiE, Lady Ann Mont-. 
GOMERIE, and others. 

Beaton. Thomas Ramsay and Ann Montgomerie 
kneel 
Before the altar, while the Church doth speak; 
Through me, the servant of the sovereign Pope. 

\They kneel. 
Thou hast escaped, my daughter, a foul snare. 
Set by the devil to entrap thy souL 
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If still some lingering fond regrets remain 
To haunt thy mind and rob thee of thy peace, 
I will more reasons give to thee at large 
Why that the vows thou plightedst to Dunbar 
Are by the Church pronounced of none effect. 

Mont. Silly girl, dry up those mawkish tears, 
Still stubborn, disobedient, when all here 
Are labouring mightily to do you good. 

Lady A, Alas, my lord, my heart's already broken. 
IVe given obedience to your cruel commands ; 
Forgive my sex's weakness, these few tears 
Come as a tribute to my buried hopes. 

Dunb, [Aside.] My poor Ann's forced into this 
wicked marriage. 
A new light breaks upon me — is it joy 
That makes my heart beat quickly ? 

Beaton. Let not thy sensual appetite delude 
Thy reason, my fair daughter. Call to mind 
That in this world of sorrow we're allowed 
A span of time, our weak souls to enrich 
With prompt obedience to the Church's will. 
I grant thee, to the carnal eye of man, 
Dunbar doth shine with many heavenly graces, 
But 'tis the fatal light of the bright flame 
That draws the silly moth to his destruction. 

Is it not written in the Holy Scriptures — 
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The disobedient sons of God did choose 

The daughters of men, and took unto them wives ; 

But their cursed progeny, the fruit of disobedience, 

Filled the whole world with riotous debauch, 

Till God's wrath kindled, drowned them in the flood. 

Ram, Your Grace doth tediously spin out your 
text; 
Have some compassion on a lover's fire. 

Beaton. Sir Thomas Ramsay, youVe unworthy of 
her; 
I linger with regret o'er my fair daughter. 
Whose budding virtues I've so fondly cherished ; 
Her mind hath been corrupted, her soul ensnared 
By the false rhetoric of the worst of men. 

Lady -^ . Oh ! no, my lord Cardinal, ten thousand 
noes! 
George Dunbar is heavenly truth itself, 
And from his eye forth shines the light of God. 

Dunb, [Comes forward^ Who is it here dare 
force this lady's will 
In violation of the Church's laws, 
To prostitute the Holy Sacrament 
Of Marriage ? 

Bon, Armed with impudence. 
Who dares intrude thus and forbid our rites } 

Dunb, My lord Cardinal, it has been your boast 
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That as a rock the Church doth rest upon you ; 
And none doth know the canon law so well ; 
Doth it beseem you, then, my noble lord, 
Being the prop and pillar of the Church, 
To league you with those foul conspirators 
To rob this lady of her sex's right. 

Lady A, Oh ! save me, George, save me from these 
cruel men ! \Falls into Dunbar's arms. 

Beaton, George Dunbar, you've braved me twice 
of late, 
Beware the lion's claws — depart in peace, 
For never did a Beaton vail his crest 
Before the proudest son of bold Dunbar. 
The place, our rites, mine office now restrain me, 
But let your insolence not go too far 
Lest that my passions overcome my judgment, 
And death o'ertake you at the holy altar. 
The Church's fatal eye is fixed on you. 
Embrace this happy hour and fly from Scotland, 
Making your country richer by your absence. 

Bon, My lord Cardinal, if this heretic escape, 
You are no friend unto the Holy Church ; 
The poisonous asp once grasped, must be consumed. 
Even as Saint Paul did cast his to the fire. 

Lady -4. Oh ! fly, George, fly ! escape these cruel 
men; 
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My waning strength proclaims approaching death, 
And the same night that sees me deck't a bride 
Shall death embrace me at my husband's side. 

t)unb. Sir Thomas Ramsay, 'twere idle to appeal 
Unto the honour which I know you lack. 
Your wild licentious life proclaims 
Your stubborn heart a foe unto all virtue ; 
But, like all cowards, you would keep your skin 

whole. 
Know then, it is enacted in our laws 
That any one engaged in an abduction. 
By forcing women 'gainst their wills to wed, 
Shall pay the penalty, which is his life ; 
Now, it is manifest that you have plotted 
Along with these right reverend conspirators 
To force this lady 'gainst her will to wed, 
And you do stand within the law's just grasp. 

Ram. Your idle threats, sir, I do blow to air. 
Take no fear, I'll manage my own filly ; 
And once I've fairly broke her to her harness 
We'll spin along the beaten track of life 
Right merrily, and laugh at your heroics. 

Mont Ann ! Ann ! my child, avoid the poisonous 
grasp 
Of that arch heretic ; he has bewitched thee, girl, 
And winds his serpent coil around thy spirit ; 



62 DUNBAR, Act III. 

I do entreat thee, my lord Cardinal, 
That you do grant me the good Church's aid 
To heal my child, and bring her to obedience. 

Bon. Amen ! the shepherd that allows the wolf 
To pasture with the sheep betrays his trust. 

Dunb. I do despise the malice of this priest, 
Whose feudal hatred boldly peepeth through 
His thin veneer of simulated piety ; 
I am a loyal subject of King James, 
And claim the full protection of the law. 
Ann, at the altar boldly spurn this man ; 
Say, for a husband, you will not receive him. 

Lady A, Alas the day ! I have not strength 
todo'L 

Beaton, Again you have defied me, call our guards, 
And force this stubborn daughter from his arms. 

\Exit Boniface. 

Sir Thomas Ramsay, will you wed her still } 
Her present conduct well might cool your love. 

Ram, Tut, my lord Cardinal, 'tis a woman's whim. 
She'll love me well enough, once I'm her husband. 

Re-enter Boniface with soldiers, 

Bon, I do arrest thee. Advocate Dunbar, 
For holding doctrines by the Church forbidden, 
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And keeping correspondence with a band 
Of German heretics given o'er to Satan. 

[Guards seize upon DuNBAR and 
give Ann to her Father. 

Enter Sir jAMES KIRKCALDY. 

Dunb. You'll dearly answer for this false arrest 

Kirk, What, already caught in priestly toils, 
You should have kept my quarters, there was safety. 
Noble Beaton, youVe o'erstepp'd your warrant, 
And be assured we'll reckon for this gear. — 
Sir Thomas Ramsay undergoes my challenge ; 
This night we will embrace as doth good soldiers, 
And onie or both must bid the world adieu. 

Dunb, I do entreat thee, use no violence, 
But hie thee to the King and plead my cause ; 
Small thanks will those get who override his power. 

Beaton. Sir James Kirkcaldy, rash and overbold. 
To come and beard the lion in his den, 
'Tis pity Daemon and Pythias should be parted. 
Arrest him, guards, and place him next his friend. 

Kirk. When my good sword cannot protect my 
head, 
I shall become your Grace's prisoner. [Draws. 

There's none that stands here but doth know me well, 
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And many a brave man must e*en bite the dust 
Before Sir James Kirkcaldy can be ta'en. 

Beaton, Go, then, you stubborn fool, we are at feud, 
And 'twill go hard but Beaton will prevail. 

\Exit Kirkcaldy. 

We must adjourn this marriage till to-morrow, 
For these events now call for my best care. 

\Exeunt. 

Scene II. -^ Room in the Palace of Holyroody well 
furnished. Table set out with wine and drink- 
ing glasses. King James, Duke of Hamilton, 
Earl of Rothes, and others seated round table 
drinking. 

King, Ay, that is news indeed ! what ! mad Tom 
Ramsay show the bachelor's club a clean pair of 
heels and take unto himself a wife ! 

Ham, It is even so, sir, and there he shows he is 
no honest man, for it is manifest he means to purge 
himself from all vice, go to mass, confess, and push 
boldly for heaven. Now, as the devil has served 
him faithfully for thirty years, he is his by all course 
of law and justice. 

Rothes, Take no fear, David, Tom will not cheat 
the devil, for this marriage of his is only one of his 
most subtle devices to get a sweet maid, whose 
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pious stomach is a little tender, to grace the arms 
of our gossip James, here. 

King, Oh! you do me too much honour; 
but be assured I can hunt my own deer, and 
do not require to run in couples. Iwill lay my 
good castle of Craigmillar against your Barbary 
jennet that, setting state aside and disguised as 
a simple gaberlunzie, with nothing to grace me 
but my own good parts, I will, in farm, keep, 
or castle prevail with the bonniest lass in the 
house. 

Rothes, Nay, sir, I will not take you up, for I 
would be sure to lose. Why does your Highness 
not outdo old Ovid, and publish the modem art of 
love? 

King, Pha! man, our Scottish beauties require 
no art to catch them. A good person and a 
bold carriage, and the jades run into your arms. 
But pass the claret, David, our wits are as dull as 
Jenny Mucklebacket, the old spaewife; we miss 
rattling mad Tom, with his humorous tales and 
ranting roaring songs. 

Enter Page, 

Page, Sir James Kirkcaldy craves audience of 

your Highness. 

E 
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King, Bid mine honest servant enter. 

\Exit Page, 
No ribald talk before this gentleman, for he is as 
precise as a monk. 

Enter Sir James Kirkcaldy. 

What news. Sir James ? Give him a seat there ; 
Fill him a bowl of Rhenish, let him drink ; 
The night's far spent, and revellers like us 
Would have all here as drunken as ourselves. 

Kirk, *Tis heavy business that did bring me here, 
And my poor heart is so overcharged with grief 
That wine nor revelry can ease the load. 

King, What! have the English crossed the 
Border, then ; 
Or the black Douglas broke his prison wall ? 

Kirk, Not so, my Liege, if such had been the casej 
I would no.t tarry here, but, harness on, 
Lead my best troops by forced march to the Borders. 

King, Thou'rt still mine honest soldier — what ails 
thee, man } 
Thy face is big with grief, but thy poor tongue 
Fails to discharge the load upon mine ear. 

Kirk, Cardinal Beaton, so please your Majesty, 
Has seized upon the person of my friend 
Master Dunbar, the gifted Advocate. 
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King, Has he slain him ? 

Kirk, No, sir, but he's in durance. 

King, What ! without our warrant ; this must be 
seen to. 
This meddling priest will ever cross our path. 
One must be master, and 'tis meet that I should- 

You have not told me all, there's yet a tale 
Hangs as a sequel to this false arrest 
Sir James Kirkcaldy, speak : you are no coward, 
Nor meddling tell-tale that doth fear the Court. 

Kirk, Oh! my Liege, forgive your honest servant. 
If that my tongue do touch your honour near. 
Dunbar, the brightest spirit of the times, 
Was to the gentle lady, Ann Montgomerie, 
Betrothed, and should have wedded her to-day, 
But that your servant, Thomas Ramsay, crossed 
The path of his most virtuous loyal love. 
The Cardinal, Ramsay, Father Boniface, 
So worked upon the fears of Lord Montgomerie 
That he transferred his daughter to your servant. 
To wed her but in name, a cloak convenient 
For some one greater, whom I dare not name. 

King, Something of this was hinted at to-night : 
You have been busy bartering my good name. 

Ham, So please your Highness, I know nought 
of this. 
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Kirk, Saint Giles' Church this day did see this 
wedding, 
And when Dunbar did cross the bridal party 
The lady flew from her attendant groom 
And sought protection in hi^ friendly arms. 
Then he, all gentleness and manly truth, 
With able speech did urge the Cardinal 
That by the laws of Scotland 'twas decreed 
That forcing women 'gainst their wills to wed. 
Was an offence that touched e'en to their lives. 

King. In this the gentleman but did his duty. 

Kirk, But, noble Beaton, heedless of his threats, 
Ordered his guards to seize upon his person. 
Plucked from his arms this most unwilling bride. 
And wedded her to Ramsay without mercy. 

King, Enough is said, I feel my passion rise, 
And some will dearly rue this day's black work. 
Go, Hamilton, and bring this Cardinal to me ; 
Bid him, this instant, set at large Dunbar, 
Or for his conduct his proud head shall answer. 

\^Exit Hamilton. 
Have you aught else, Sir James, that you can 
tell ? 
Kirk, There is a tragic sequel to my tale. 
The gentle Lady Ann, of maids the queen, 
Hemmed in on all sides by relentless foes. 
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Her spirits loathing Ramsay's lewd embrace, 
Fell all distract and cruelly slew herself. 

King, Alas ! Sir James, that is a heavy talc. 

Rothes, And Ramsay, Sire, should surely answer 
for't. 

Kirk, And Ramsay shall, my lord, well answer 
it 
At Boroughmuir, an hour hence, we do meet ; 
He undergoes my challenge for this gear, 
When one or both shall take this quarrel hence 
And stand our trial Tore that higher court, 
Where no false tale can charm the judge's ear. 

King, I do forbid you, sir, to fight this duel, 
My honour's touched in this most sad affair. 
My lord, go with him, bring this miscreant to me. 
He'll dearly answer for his lawless acts. 

Kirk, Oh ! my Liege, forgive my disobedience, 
My honour's pawned to rid me of the knave. 
And never more shall sweet sleep visit me 
If that this canker, Ramsay, 'scape my vengeance. 

King. Our country's grown infamous by these 
duels ; 
Bring him before me, but, if he resist, . 
Then use your pleasure. 

Kirk, Thanks, Sire, thanks. 

\Exeunt, 
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Scene lit. An Anteroom in the Palace, 

Enter Duke of HAMILTON a7id Cardinal Beaton. 

Ham, I never saw his Highness in such temper ; 
I would entreat your Grace to be discreet, 
Yield to the first impetus of his passion, 
Like a high mettled horse, give him the rein, 
And once he's run apace, stroke him down, 
And he will trot obedient to your manage. 

Beaton, Your hint shall not be thrown away, 
your Grace. 
Over his Highness I have hidden powers, 
And do not stand in such fell jeopardy 
As other men do who oppose his pride. 

Ham, I would that you were well rid of the 
business. 
See ! the King. 

Enter King JAMES. 
King, My lord Cardinal, what is this I hear, 
That you do arrogate unto yourself 
The right to seize the person of our subjects ; 
Is it so, sir? have you brought Dunbar, 
Our gifted Advocate, and loving servant. 
Beaton, Master Dunbaf, Sire, is the Church's 
prisoner, 
He stands accused of damned heresy. 
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And by the powers held by us from the Pope 
He shall be tried, sire, for his many crimes. 

King, Sir, Tm a free king of this realm of 
Scotland, 
Nor shall the meanest of our loving subjects 
Be tried in any court but by his peers. 
Send me your prisoner: it were wise to do't. 
We are not slaves to Rome's proud mjtred priest. 

Ham, Your Grace must even stoop unto his 
Highness ; 
Our noble King is still the Church's friend. 
And will not give his loving shelter to 
The man who boldly challenges our faith. 

Beaton, James, King of Scotland, is it thus 
That you repay the Holy Father's love } 
Wild and licentious was thine early youth. 
Leading the factions which overthrew the throne ; 
Stretch forth thy hand, and feel again the chain 
That thou in penance wear'st about thy loins. 
Doth it remind thee of a regicide } 
Are all the prayers the Church has lavished on thee — 
Wearying the Saints each day on thy behalf — 
To be repaid by harbouring her foes. 

King, Holy Father, you do much mistake me, 
I am the Church's true and loyal son, 
And if Dunbar comipteth the true faith, 
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He shall in no way have my countenance ; 
But ril not stoop that any of our subjects 
Shall suffer an arrest without our warrant. 
Deliver the person of our Advocate 
Unto the keeping of Lord Hamilton, 
Against the day of trial, when he'll answer 
Aught that the Church can urge against his truth. 

Beaton. To this, your Highness, I am well content. 

King. Attend upon him, sir, and see, your Grace, 
That you do treat our loving servant well. 

{Exeunt, 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. Edinburgh, An ancient Hall of Justice, 
. Enter Father Boniface and several Priests, 

Bon. Brother Ambrose, lay the papers down : 
You have most carefully marked the passages 
That we will urge against the prisoner ? 
Tis a sad duty which we owe the Church, 
But for her safety we must bring conviction ; 
And yet it is so much against my nature — 
We were at school together, and close friends. 
Pray for me, brother Ambrose, I am weak. 
And need the strength of heaven to counsel me. 

Amb, I will unto my cell and tell my beads ; 
Haply the Saints may listen to my prayers. 

[Exeunt Priests, 

Bon, A little pious whine doth good, sometimes. 
It stimulates the zeal of these poor men. 
This honest monk, Ambrose, is my confessor, 
He worships me with most observant awe ; 
I have confessed unto him such small sins 
As ne'er a saint led such a blameless life. 
And his wise tongue still blazons my deserts. — 
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O roseate morn, that shines on my revenge, 
Dream of my life, this day you're sober fact. 
Fortune and art conspire to do me good : 
Dunbar who crossed me in each walk of life, 
Our feudal foe, my early enemy ! 
Holy Mary, thou hast heard my prayers, 
And granted the full measure of my wishes. 
That at this trial I should urge his guilt. 
The Cardinal's set his heart on his conviction ; 
The Abbey of Dunfermline's in his gift, 
And the good Abbot now is in his dotage. 
Dunbar, upon thy death I rise to fortune. 

Enter Cardinal Beaton and two Bishops^ who 

take their seats, 

Beaton. Brother Boniface, the eyes of Christen- 
dom 
Are fixed upon you, be most careful. 
The Church doth stand in daily jeopardy 
From the assaults of German heresy ; 
We must the tide stem or our cause is lost. 
Bring home conviction, and our sentence's death. 

Bon, My humble duty shall not lack, your 
highness. 
To vindicate the living Holy Church. 
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Enter DUNBAR, guarded, Duke of HAMILTON, 

and Earl of ROTHES. 

Beaton. Your Grace of Hamilton and noble 
Rothes, 
Your seats are here, you will be witnesses 
Of our impartial justice to the prisoner. 

Ham. Nay, we'll be more, we claim an equal voice 
In the decision of this nice affair. 

Beaton, That may not be, in suits ecclesiastical 
The laity can have no voice at all. 

Ham. At your highnesses pleasure, either an equal 
voice. 
Or this day we will try no prisoner. 
But to the King's hands will deliver back 
The person of his learned Advocate. 

Bon. I do entreat your highness, hear me speak : 
Though 'tis a well-known axiom of the law, ' 
The canon law, that what pertains to faith 
No layman can be held a proper judge, 
Yet, as the Holy Church now stands in danger. 
Let's waive this right, but under a protest ; 
And I'm more free to counsel you to this 
Because the guilt of Advocate Dunbar 
Shall be made clear unto the dullest mind, 
And that this court shall all with one accord 
Pronounce the sentence due unto his crimes. 
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Beaton, Brother Boniface, we will waive our right 
As you do counsel us. Read the indictment. 

Enter Lady Dunbar, attended, Sir James Kirk- 
caldy, Smart, and Porteous. 

Bon, 'Tis not unknown to you, most noble Beaton, 
That he who stands accused of heresy 
Once held a foremost place in our esteem ; 
The court, the city, and the Parliament 
Have heard the magic of his eloquence ; 
Learned and wise, in private virtue pure. 
Noble in birth, with ample fortune blessed. 
His country marked the triumphs of his mind. 
And felt a glow of pride at his great fame. 

One virtue only he did fully lack. 
But lacking it, made shipwreck of the rest, 
And that same virtue was humility. 
His mind, aspiring, grasped all human knowledge, 
And reached the utmost boundary which the Church 
Had set as limits to the carnal mind, 
This barrier he o'erleaped, plied arts forbidden, 
And like a reckless libertine pursued 
The phantoms which did lure him to destruction. 

Ham, We trust, most reverend Father, you'll 
sustain 
Those accusations by most ample proof, 
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And that you do not now retail to us 
The floating gossip of this idle town. 

Kirk, The malice of his heart shines through his 
face. 
Are noble lives to be thus juggled with, 
And made the playthings of his rhetoric ? 

Beaton, Sir James Kirkcaldy, youVe no call to 
speak. 
Proceed, brother, the court will well protect you. 

Bon, I do accuse you, Advocate Dunbar, 
Of practising the wicked arts of magic. 
Denying to the holy Saints and Martyrs 
The power to hear the prayers addressed to them. 
Dishonouring the laws of God and man 
By teaching that the witches who have suffered 
In due obedience to our sacred laws 
Were but the victims of our ignorance. 

Dunb, Is that the head and substance of your libel } 

Bon, It is enough, but much remains behind. 

Dunb, Tell me, your highness, and my noble peers 
What kind of spirit will now sway the court } 
When Pontius Pilot, in answer to our Lord, 
With sneering lips did ask him, " What is truth } " 
His mind was not prepared then to receive 
The blessed words that would have reached his ear. 

If that my speech and actions must be judged 
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By narrow rules and precedents of school, 
Ah, me ! unhappy then, Tm in the toils ; 
But if your minds, as judges' mind's should be, 
Are free from taint of prejudice and error. 
Then I will freely state to you my thoughts, 
And trust my cause unto your sacred honours. 

Beaton, The Church is truth, and we are of the 
Church ; 
You're free to speak, none suffers for the truth. 

Bon. Mark, noble Beaton, mark his wily words, 
For when the devil would catch choicest souls 
He oils his tongue with honeyed words of love, 
High sounding phrases about truth and honour. 
And so disarms suspicion by his arts. 

Lady D, Oh ! smooth, sleek devil, is there then 
no power 
To pluck the lying tongue from out your mouth. 

Beaton, Lady Dunbar, you must be calm — we 
pity you. 

Lady D, You have no children, my lord Cardinal, 
And cannot gauge the depth of parent's love. 
I, who have watched the promise of his mind, 
And know each cranny of his noble heart, 
Can feel the malice of his false accuser. 

Ham, We are here to prove his . truth, my 
lady ; 
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You prejudice his cause and fetter us 

By giving way to these wild bursts of passion. 

Beaton, George Dunbar, now answer me with 
truth. 
Do you deny unto the Saints and Martyrs 
The power to hear the suppliant cries of men ? 

Dunb. That, I will answer by another question, — 
Tell me, lord Cardinal, does God hear my prayer ? 

Beaton, Most certainly, the Almighty hears our 
prayers. 

Dunb, Is he an omnipresent God we serve .? 

Beaton, Most certainly, an omnipresent God. 

Dunb, Then, 1*11 address my prayers unto Him. 
If that your highness had the royal ear 
To listen with attention to your plaint. 
Would you, then, send your message by a groom ? 

Bon, My lord, I pray you mark his blasphemy, 
Likening the Saints unto a menial groom. 

Rothes, The phrase was neither apt nor prudent, 
But scarce amounts to blasphemy, good father. 

Beaton. We take your answer, though 'tis subtly 
given. 
As virtual denial that the Saints 
Have power to mediate 'twixt God and man. 

Dunb, What power the Almighty's given to the 
Saints 
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I do not know, nor boots it me to ask, 
Since that the Holy Scriptures say to me 
That God is ever open to my cry. 

We come upon this fretful scene of life. 
And each has got his part to play till death. 
Some have their path all strewn o'er with flowers, 
Their summer days are one long merry dance ; 
Others, with sorrow bent, here grope their way. 
For each day's fraught with some acuter pain : 
But whether we live a merry life or sad 
WeVe each to fill a place in God's great work, 
And woe unto him who neglect's his duty. 
Mine, my lord Cardinal, is to search for truth, 
And in the search, if many cherished errors 
Vanish before the wide range of experience, 
I thank my God that He hath given the light. 
Like to a traveller, benighted in the wood. 
Who gropes his way and thinks each bush a 

phantom. 
If from a dark-browed cloud escapes the moon. 
The scene is changed by Dian's pale soft light ; 
His spirits come to him, his fears have fled, 
For light doth show that all is natural. 
So is it with the superstitious mind ; 
The light of science doth expel his phantoms, 
And he awakes a new created soul. 
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Beaton, Say, rather, that the devil shows false 
fires. 
Will-o'-the-wisps that lure him to destruction ; 
There's only one assured path of faith. 
And that's within the canons of the Church. 

Dunb, What ! shall the Church stand 'twixt me 
and my God, 
And throw her fetters round my free-born soul ? 

Bon, Not fetters, but wise restraints, Dunbar, 
To curb the wayward fancies of your spirit. 

I do submit unto the reverend court 
That I have proved the first count of my libel. 

Ham, I cannot hold your proof as absolute. 

RotJies, It but amounts at most to grave sus- 
picion. 

Beaton, Of that we'll judge again hereafter, 
Meantime we will consider other counts. 

Bon, It is denied by Advocate Dunbar 
That there are witches in this realm of ours ; 
And so he doth accuse the Church of murder, 
Impugns the wisdom of our ancestors, 
And brings the laws of Scotland to contempt ; 
For, 'tis a verity which none denies, 
That scores of women have been burned of late 
For practising the wicked crime of witchcraft. 

Lady D. Son, be advised, and do not answer him. 
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Bon. We'll take his silence as a plea of guilty. 

Kirk, Not so, most subtle priest, Scotsmen's lives 
Are not like problems of your metaphysics. 
I am aweary of this war of words 
And want to know what crime my friend's com- 
mitted, 
What life he's ta'en, or what gear he has ravished. 

Beaton, Sir James Kirkcaldy, 'twere wisdom to 
be silent, 
The blood of Thomas Ramsay's on your hands. 
And his avenging ghost will speak through us. 
The Church suspects you as no friend of hers. 
And him that she suspects is sick to death. 

Kirk, Never think, Beaton, that you'll browbeat 
me, 
I am not one to cower before my peers. 
Your high descent and office in the Church 
Will ne'er excuse a most corrupted suit ; 
'Twere well that you amended your own life 
Before you pried into the faults of others. 
I say this persecution of my friend 
Will load your memory with infamy. 

Lady D, A churchman with a mistress does more 
harm 
Than twenty heretics unto the Church. 

Bon, You interrupt the court, we must proceed, 
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The matters that we now inquire into 
Have more significance than private conduct. 

Dunb. Give me leave to speak. 

Lady D. Dunbar, be prudent. 

Dttnb. Mother, do not unman me, I must speak. 
Shall I deny the sacred truth of God 
Because there's danger in avowing it.^ 
You ask me if in witches I believe, 
To which I answer no ! 

Bofu Mark the admission, 

Your Grace of Hamilton and noble Rothes. 

Dunb, The premises I grant, but the deductions 
Whiqh you*d unfairly draw from my admission, 
I do repudiate with fitting scorn. 
Because I do impugn a wicked law. 
Must I accuse the Church and court of murder } 
Murder is killing with a spice of malice ; 
Where there's no malice, there can be no murder. 
A madman cannot murder though he kill, 
Because he is not master of his actions. 
So, when our ancestors passed wicked laws, 
Under the influence of abject terror, 
'Twas their misfortune more than 'twas their fault ; 
But we, who have a purer light from heaven, 
Which dissipates the damp mists that enshrined 
The spirits of our fathers when they erred. 
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If we persist in following their lead, 
How shall we answer to Almighty God 
When each is called before Him to account ? 

Beaton, The Bible says that witches shall not live. 

Dunb. This age has no monopoly of fools. 

Bon. Dunbar! Dunbar! thou art given o'er to 
hell, 
A double heretic 

Ham, Charity, good father. 

Bon. He doth deny the Holy Catholic Church, 
And no less now the sacred books of Scripture. 

Dunb. I neither do deny the Catholic Church, 
Nor yet the sacred books of Holy Writ ; 
Each have their uses, sanctified by God, 
But as the rains from heaven which swell the 

streams 
Become less pure by contact with the earth, 
So Church and law receive a carnal taint 
When brought in contact with corrupted man. 

Bon. Which means that none are perfect but 
Dunbar 1 
He is more pestilent than Luther yet ; 
Who but denies the living Holy Church, 
And clings unto the writings of the Jews ; 
But neither gains the reverence of this man. 
He is an atheist whom 'tis wise to slay. 
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Lest that his doctrine like contagion spread, 
And fill the nether kingdom with lost souls. 

Smart You do mistake his doctrine, holy father, 
For we know what his teaching's been to us. 

Beaton, Subtle and wary words, Master Smart, 
As suits your years and unsuspecting nature. 
Sin comes to souls oft draped in purest white, 
With smiling face and words that sound like truth, 
But, pluck the visor from this painted show, 
And foul deformity will take her place. 

Port, Who, then, can find out what is virtuous, 
If sober and chaste lives are nothing } 
Then, when the eye speaks to our inner self 
And tells the moist tale of a pitying heart, 
Backed by an open hand that makes the poor 
P'orget the sorrows that overcloud their lives ; 
If orphans' and the widows* cause are pled. 
And proud oppression made to stoop to right,- 
And adoration poured out morn and night, 
With swelling heart, unto the God of Love, — 
If these are not the signs of His elect, 
There's nothing in this world worth living for. 
The earth's a foul and pestilential swamp, 
And we, poor fools, crawl through it to our death. 

Beaton, Unto the carnal mind these are the 
signs 
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That speak infallibly of God's elect ; 
But 'tis most certain that in ages past 
Full many heathens have lived virtuous lives, 
Yet we do know they died eternally. 

Dunb, It is asserted, but we have no knowledge. 

Beaton, The accidents of human conduct have 
But little in determining our fate. 
Some men are prone to virtue, 'tis their nature. 
Whether it is the weakness of their passions, 
Or a discerning mind which feels delight 
In charity and holy contemplation, 
I know not ; but, 'tis certain, 
They walk through life and never swerve from 

duty. 
Others, again, are wild, licentious men, 
Whose hands are full of violence and wrong ; 
Their passions fierce, untamable, drives on 
Their lives from one excess unto another. 
But shall the lamb, the emblem of God's love. 
Reproach the tiger for his ruthless maw. 
When each are following their natural bent, 
And were created by the self-same power ? 
What is it then that justifies our lives. 
Imputes to us the virtues of the best? 
'Tis faith — faith in the holy Catholic Church, 
Unquestioning faith in her most wise decreed. 
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Dunb, Your doctrine, Father Cardinal, plucks 
up the roots 
Of human virtue. 

Beaton, Human virtue is but an idle thing, 
A worthless weed sprung from our rank conceit ; 
Brief as a sea-mew's tuneless scream, 
That for a moment tingles in our ear. 
And then is swallowed by the ocean's roar. 

Dunb. Oh, most pernicious teaching! is this the all 
The Church can offer to our hungry souls } 
Is human virtue nothing ? Then men are brutes, 
Their appetites their only rule of life ; 
Religion and Philosophy but sounds 
That for a moment hath amused our fancy. 

Beaton. The Church is left, the only certain good. 

Dunb. A certain good ! a very certain evil. 
Her wide machinery of selfishness 
Does crush the free thought from God's choicest 
spirits. 

Beaton. Free thinking's been the bane of idle men, 
The fruitful source of heresy and schism. 
In the mysterious providence of God, 
The Church has for a thousand years been plagued 
With Gnostics, Arians, Armenians, and other errors, 
A hydra-headed monster that did gnaw 
The vitals of the ever-living Church. 
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These tumults which did wreck the peace of Christ, 
And from the fruitful East sprung up like plagues, 
Were still the offspring of man's boasted reason ; 
But by decrees and councils of the Church 
The faith was built up like a wall of brass, 
Which surely fences in our sacred Zion. 

Dunb, Brazen, indeed, is such a false assumption, 
The councils and decrees of Holy Church — 
What were they but wild party triumphs ? 
The tenets of your faith were fixed by fraud ; 
A bribe determined what was your belief; 
Bishops appointed as a fit reward 
For service lewd in a corrupted court. 

Bon. Stop, stop the blasphemy of this bold man. 
And pluck the tongue from out the atheist mouth. 
[Guards rush ^/ D UNBAR ; KIRKCALDY, 
Smart, and Porteous interfere. 

Kirk. Back, back, ye carrion! 
Assault the person of my noble friend 
And I will strike the boldest to my feet. 

Ham, Back, soldiers, have you lost all respect } 

[Soldiers retire. 
Shall man be tongue-tied when he pleads for life } 

Dunb. You fix my faith by your most wise 
decrees, 
And give your laws forth as the voice of heaven. 
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Before I do accept you as my guide, 

I must be certain of your high commission. 

We know a good man by his holy life, 

A valued tree by its most luscious fruit, 

An upright judge by honour without stain ; 

But when we find the priests of ancient Rome 

Corrupted sycophants of emperors, 

The servants of their passions and their lusts, — 

When Alexandria's streets ran days with blood, 

Shed that a bishop might keep fast his throne,— 

Is it through such a channel that God speaks 

The sacred truth unto His erring sons ? 

I do repudiate the vile assumption, 

And spit the lie from me with all the scorn 

My most indignant nature can give tongue to. 

Bon. It is enough' said, noble Beaton, 'tis 
enough. 
I do submit unto this reverend court 
That IVe unmasked this pestilent heretic, 
And made his own tongue tell his horrid crimes. 

Ham, Against the many vices of the clergy 
We've heard him speak most vehemently, 
But against faith and morals, nothing. 

Rothes, His language is intemperate, 
Such as an earnest man might use 
Whose zeal had got the better of his judgment. 
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Kirk, And when we see the vices of our monks 
We can give credence to the tale he tells 
Of the corrupted state of foreign priests. 

Beaton. The Church's servants are above the law ; 
They are amenable to God alone, 
And him whom He appoints to rule on earth. 
But bold Dunbar disclaims all reverence, 
And sets his vain imagination up 
As being the rule of faith that will him guide. 
He would destroy the heavenly harmony 
That since the world began hath ruled the Church. 

Bon. We're ready all to learn from holy men. 
Let great Dunbar vouchsafe unto our ears 
The sacred order of his bran new faith; 
What rules of conduct shall our actions guide, 
To whom we'll pray, how oft, and in what speech. 

Lady D. The subtle priest now spreads a snare 
for you ; 
Son, be advised, give him no answer. 

Bon, Madam, you treat us hardly. Your noble 
son 
Destroys the fabric of our simple faith. 
And you forbid him now to ope his lips 
To tell the heavenly message he has got. 

Dunb, Beneath the sneer there's some amount 
of truth. 
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Destroying is more easy than to build. 

He that would learn must first be willing, 

His heart and mind must be consenting parties, 

Else, were Saint Paul to preach, 'twere idle breath. 

Smart. He would address an audience deaf to 
reason. 

Dunb. Oh ! noble Beaton, hear me when I speak, 
Weigh well my sentences, and do not let 
Authority overcloud my reasoning. 
Religion's greatest foe's indifference ; 
That man that never once is cold or hot 
Alike's abhorent unto God or devil. 
Shall I have audience, my lord Cardinal } 

Beaton. I'll listen to your speech and mark it 
well. 

Dunb. Look round about this mighty world of 
ours, 
And note how few are prone to noble thoughts. 
The fleeting passions of their worthless hours 
Absorb the minds of multitudes of men. 
They are obedient vassals of the Church, 
And never question her authority, 
But 'tis the homage of a mental slave 
Who sees no meaning in her services 
Beyond the worthless tinsel of the hour. 
Is, then, the cause of Christ advanced by such } 
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You know, most noble Beaton, they are dead — 
Buried in slough of cold indifference. 

Beaton, I have no thought beyond the Church's 
laws. 
Do not ask me to be consenting to 
The dangerous doctrines fashioned in your speech. 

Dimb, When that the rosy lips of morning part 
And light comes tripping o*er the dewy earth. 
Night with her sable followers melt away ; 
So truth, confronted with a well-graced lie, 
Howe'er supported by applauding men. 
Shatters the fabric and stands up erect, 
A noble virgin, ready to receive 
The willing homage of obedient hearts. 

In ages past the hunger of the soul 
Has raised new champions of the sacred truth ; 
The Church did call them heretics. 
And sometimes slew them in the name of Grod. 
The Almighty works still by those chosen spirits 
To leaven the mass of dull humanity. 
Oh ! Father Cardinal, is it still the same, 
That Christ's cause must be served by peril of life ? 

Beaton, The cause of Christ's entrusted to the 
Church,* 
Faith in her doctrines will secure all good. 

Dunb, Belief is not a voluntary act — 
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How can you make absurdities believed ? 
The Church may force my tongue to give consent, 
But my rebellious soul will say her nay. 
God's truth is burning here — here in my heart, 
And conscience and His most Holy Spirit 
Will ever feed the unexpiring flame. 
Decrees of princes and the creeds of priests 
Are subject still to this unwritten law. 

Beaton. Oh ! pestilent and disobedient wretch, 
Thou grapplest with a giant when thou sett'st 
Thy span of life's experience 'gainst the Church, 
Who gathers underneath her sacred wings 
The wisdom of a thousand thousand saints. 

Bon, Thy righteous indignation, noble Beaton, 
Is lost in the pretensions of this man. 
He, from the lofty tower of his conceit, 
Scorns both your person and your sacred office. 

Vouchsafe, apostle of this modern faith, 
To tell us if we may the Scriptures read. 
Or what books we may deem infallible. 

Dunb, Have you not read, vain monk, in this 
your Bible, 
Which you profess to reverence so much. 
That an evil and adulterous nation seeks a sign ? 
Go to your cell and study, sneering priest, 
And learn from Christ a little charity. 
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Ham. Too much of passion has been here imported 
Into deliberations of such matters. 
Tell us the limits of your faith, Dunbar ; 
What reverence you say's due to the Church 
And what to Scripture. 

Dunb, Unto your Grace 

I will most freely now impart my faith, 
But, Tore I do unfold my inner thoughts, 
I do protest against the right of any 
To stand between me and my heavenly guide 

Rothes, Which means that you deny authority ? — 

Dunb. In matters spiritual. — 
Shall I not reverence then the Holy Church ? 
Most certainly I'll reverence the Church, 
Respect her priests, attend her services, 
And of my worldly goods give her a portion ; 
But when she arrogates unto herself 
To dictate to me what I must believe, 
To ope the gates of heaven or firmly close 
According to the caprice of her will, 
Then I appeal against the false assumption 
Unto that higher tribunal left open 
To hear the plaints of God's most lowly sons. 
When that the clergy got their high commission 
From the Redeemer of this sinful world. 
They were appointed servants and not masters. 
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Bon, The more he speaks the more he doth 
blaspheme. 

Dunb. For right of private judgment I contend. 
No one will bear my punishment hereafter 
If I neglect my duty unto God, 
It is a hazard I must bear alone. 
The Scriptures, tested by our consciences, 
Will prove a mine of golden rules of life ; 
Yet here and there upon the sacred page 
Spots and blemishes appear which mar 
The thought that this Book is infallible. 

God must be ever greater than His creatures, 
And if the Sacred Page records some deeds 
To which it is alleged He gave command, 
And which no good man now would undertake, 
I cannot think the Deity I serve 
Would ever sanction such wild wicked acts. 
Am I to be condemned because I have 
A high opinion of God's character } 

Rothes, I am no Churchman, yet I cannot think 
That what you say can be a fault. 

Beaton, Disobedience, my lord, is a heavy fault. 
If you'd a servant who neglects his duty 
Would you not punish him ? Nay, more, 
If that the steward whom you had appointed 
To be the factor over your affairs 
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Gave some instructions to a fellow-servant 
Which he neglects, setting his own will up 
Against the wise directions of your steward, 
Would you not punish such neglect of duty 
As if the offence had been against yourself? 

Rothes, Most certainly Td punish such a servant. 

Beaton, The Church, my noble lord, is God's great 
steward, 
And disobedience 'gainst her wise decrees 
Merits the punishment which we'll inflict. 

Dunb, I take your parable, lord Cardinal, up ; 
You say the Church is God's great steward, — 
But she's an unjust steward, that's imposed 
False laws upon the heritage of Christ. 
The impious and unholy lives of priests 
Have been the public scandal of our day. 
I say the teaching of the Roman Church 
Has been a libel on the Deity. 
Tricked out in gaudy vestments, void of shame, 
The spiritual worship due to God 
You've turned into a mumming idle show. 
Base superstition usurps the place of truth. 
And Pagan rites, borrowed from ancient Rome, 
Have almost blotted out the name of Christ 
Your vestal virgins, and your swarms of monks. 
Black, grey, and brown, an idle horde. 
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That fatten on the vineyard of the Lord, 
And give the children stones instead of bread. 

Bon, Holy Mary ! what a fiend is here. 
Father Cardinal, youVe yourself to blame. 
Had my advice been taken when 'twas given. 
This tongue had not been living now to wag 
In such a fashion 'gainst your sacred order. 

Beaton, IVe been to blame, good Father Boniface; 
It was a foolish mercy which withheld me. 

Oh ! wicked and abandoned, wretched man, 
Thou modern Judas that would slay the Church, 
A thousand crimes this day thou hast committed, 
And every crime calls loudly for thy death. 
To-morrow, then, at holy matin time. 
In the Grassmarket of this ancient city 
We do commit thy body to the flames, 
A sacred offering to offended justice. 

Ham, That may not — shall not be, lord Cardinal, 
Without the sanction of his Grace the King. 

Beaton, I am a servant of the King of kings. 
And by that high commission I commit 
The body of blasphemers to the flames. 

Kirk. Then it is time for me to act : 

Kirkcaldy to the rescue ! 

{Several Soldiers appear ; KiRKCALDy, 

PORTEOUS, and Smart draw, 

G 
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Bon. Treason to the Church. Soldiers, advance. 
\A body of Soldiers rush in from the Corridors and 
surround DUNBAR with a thick row of spears 
turned outwards. 

Kirk. Baffled, but not defeated ; 
Know, thou proud mitred priest of Rome, — 
Thou shame to Scotland that did father thee,— • 
If that a hair of my good friend be singed, 
Though thou shouldst hide thy head in Holyrood, 
Clasped in the arms of my most gracious King, 
I'll find thee out, and in thy black heart's blood 
Avenge the death of sainted, bold Dunbar. 

Beaton, Remove the prisoner, 
We'll try Kirkcaldy for his fault hereafter. 

Rothes, Beaton, be well advised, thy sacred office 
Will scarcely be excuse for this usurption. 

Lady D. Take then a mother's curse upon thy soul, 
Thou sleek-faced sanctimonious murderer. 
Ne'er think that I will weep and so unman him ; 
I have much cause for weeping, but my heart 
Glows with too great a pride to think of tears. 
My martyred son has played a glorious part. 
And, dying for the truth, dies nobly. 

Bofi. Strike up the fife and drum, and drown 
The clamours of these railing women. 

[The curtain drops amid rolling drums. 
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ACT V. 

Scene I. A Room in the Palace of Holyrood. 
The King discovered at Confession before Cardinal 

Beaton. 

Beaton, Thou hast relieved thy conscience, my 
fair son ; 
Upon the Church's bosom thou hast laid 
Thy many crimes. 

Thy faith has made thee whole ; and, if relieved, 
Even at this moment, from the toils of office, 
Thy soul would mount up to the realms of bliss, 
Spotless and pure as vestal virgin's spirit. 

King, I thank thee, reverend Father, for that 
comfort. 

Beaton. Be steadfast in the faith, always abounding 
In works of charity, and due obedience 
Unto the Holy Father's just commands. 

I have acquainted thee with Dunbar's crimes, 
Which, if not purged by all-consuming fire, 
Would bring God's judgment on thee and thy 
realm. 
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King, Though I confess the culprit's dear to 
me — 
Dear to me as would my own twin brother — 
Yet I will leave him to thy punishment. 

Beaton, Thou hast been bewitched as many more 
By the matchless powers of his eloquence ; 
That tongue must be for ever laid to silence. 
Father Boniface will wait upon thee 
With drawn-out warrant for his execution. 
Give it thy signature, my loving son, 
And on the Church thou'lt lay such obligations 
That were thy sins like scarlet they'd be purged 
As white as wool, or as the driven snow. 

King, I shall be guided solely by your reverence. 

Beaton. My apostolic blessing then receive : 
James, King of Scotland, be thou prosperous, 
And ever steadfast in the Catholic faith ; 
May grace of God be ever in thy heart. 
And all the saints protect thee, {Exit. 

King, The blood-stained visage of my hapless 
father 
Is ever present to my waking thoughts, 
And, when my weary eyelids close in sleep, 
Thick-coming fancies crowd upon my brain 
And rob me of the quiet hours of rest, 
Holy Mary ! I will tell my beads — 
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Cover me with thy mantle, and protect 
Thy broken-hearted and repentant son, 

\Goes up Stage and kneels in prayer. 

Enter Duke of Hamilton and Earl of ROTHES. 

Ham, Our gossip's in the melancholy vein 
When he becomes the prey of every friar. 

Rothes, The priests engross the offices of state, 
And we that are the heirs of courtly favour 
Have to content ourselves with the small crumbs 
Which the proud stomach of the Cardinal spurns. 

Ham, He'll give a barony away as fee 
To save his soul a week of purgatory. 

Rothes, WeVe like, ere long, to be the Cardinal's 
minions 
Unless we change the humour of the King. 
I do not like this suit against Dunbar. 
Beaton is flying at the highest game. 
A nobleman to suffer at the stake 
A horrid death reserved for meanest criminals ! 
We live in strange times when such things can be. 

Ham, I fear it is the prelude to more suits. 
The Church has found a new way to our pockets. 
And heresy's a most convenient cry 
To spoil the rich man of his heritage. 

Rothes, Beaton has set his heart upon his death ; 
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If we can save him we will cut his wings, 

And make the Cardinal stoop from his proud 

height 
To use his talents on a lower quarry. 

King, What, ho ! who goes there ? 

Ham, Your loving servant, my most gracious 
King. 

King. Ah ! David, are you there, I am glad on*t, 
I need your counsel, I am wondrous sad. 

Ham, Your Grace again's afflicted with the 
vapours. 
Dismiss the idle humour ; 
'Tis but an effort of the mind, my Liege, 
And we are masters of ourselves again. 

King, Ah me ! would it were so, I am so weary. 
Tell me, David, you were at this trial ; 
Did Dunbar rave, and show the cloven foot ? 
The Cardinal tells me his hair stood on end 
To hear the dreadful words proceeding from him. 

Ham, It suits the Cardinal to cry up his fault 

Rot/ies, His greatest crime was running down the 
clergy. 
In good plain terms he told them of their faults, 
And that no monk or friar will forgive. 

Ham, Indeed, my Liege, to your authority 
He gave but scanty measure of respect ; 
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We sat as judges, but could see no fault, 

And when we urged your rights over your 

subjects, 
He waved us back with an imperious hand. 
And claimed authority o'er you and us. 

Rothes, Sir James Kirkcaldy now, and two more, 
wait 
To lay Dunbar's case 'fore your Royal Highness ; 
I pray you hear them. 

King, Let them approach, 

My ear is ever open to my subjects. 

\Exit Rothes and re-enter zvith KIRK- 
CALDY, Smart, and Porteous. 
Well, now. Sir James, you see your friend Dunbar 
Has been convicted of most heinous crimes. 
Kirk, He has been judged, my Liege, but not 

convicted. 
King, His crimes were open, and he gloried in 

them. 
Kirk, If it be then a crime to plead for truth, 
Alas ! the day that I was bom in Scotland. 
Oh ! my Liege, dismiss all evil counsel — 
You know me as your loving, loyal servant — 
I'll pawn my life, my liberty, my honour, 
That Dunbar is a true and pious gentleman. 
Who only wants to purge the Church from sin. 
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King, The Cardinal tells me he is dangerous, 
And I have passed my word that he shall die. 

Kirk, James, King of Scotland, mark my serious 
words : 
Are you to stretch your hand forth and destroy 
The ornament and glory of your reign ? — 
For 'tis not kings or nobles that do crown 
The state with honour, 
'Tis virtue, genius, and that power of will 
That moulds the passing thoughts of servile men, 
And guides them powerfully to what is good. — 
Is this bright lamp which God hath kindled here, 
To illumine the dark places of your land, 
Now to be blown out by the breath of priests ? 
Then, Sire, I do renounce my allegiance, 
I'd rather be a minion of the Turk 
Than be a servant unto such a king. 

King, What, will the traitor beard me on my 
throne ? 

Kirk, Wholesome counsel grates on tyrant's ears. 
'Tis rigour and not justice if you slay 
The innocent you've sworn. King, to protect. 
Purchasing pardon from revengeful priests. 

Port, My Liege, I am not lunatic or vain, 
And my ripe studies fit me well to judge 
Of nice-weighed questions of theology ; 
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I do declare upon my soul and conscience 

That Dunbar is no enemy of Christ, 

And if he's burned, 'twill be a fearful crime. 

Smart If he is false, where will we find the truth ? 

King. Rigour and fearful crime ! What say you, 
David, 
Shall we, a loving subject of the Church, 
Not then be guided by the Cardinal. 

Ham. Already, Sire, I have expressed myself; 
Dunbar I do not think is worthy death. 

King. Well, be it so, we give to him his life ; 
But banish him without the realm of Scotland, 
And all the goods and chattels he possesses 
We do declare is forfeit to the Church. 

David, tell Father Boniface our will. \Exit, 

Rothes. Hie thee to the prison and set free 
The person of your much-abused friend. 
He will return from banishment ere long. 
We'll to the King 
And send his mandate of enfranchisement, 

[Exeunt KIRKCALDY, PORTEOUS, and Smart. 
Dunbar has had a narrow run for life. 

Ham. The Cardinal will be furious when he hears 
That we have so prevailed upon the King. 

Enter Father BONIFACE. 
Good evening. Father Boniface, you're well met. 
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We have a message from the King to you. 
A man of your great charity and learning 
Will much rejoice at the good news we bring. 
His Majesty's been pleased to free Dunbar. 

Bon, You are untruthful, and silly, too, your Grace, 
To play with the great honour of the King. 

Rothes, Oh fie ! can holy men, then, be so angry. 

Ham, 'Tis even so, my lord. Lef s leave this saint. 
Remember me, good father, in your prayers.. 

[Exeunt all but BONIFACE. 

Bon, IVe got another arrow in my quiver 
Which rU shoot home — it will not miss the mark. 

{Draws a dagger from under his 
cloak and looks at it. 
You shallow-pated lordlings, did you think 
To circumvent good Father Boniface ? 
IVe got to shrive the prisoner and prepare 
His soul for passage to the nether world. 

Fire is a good, quick purger of our sins. 
It licks the warm blood up and gives a taste 
Of what poor sinners may expect hereafter ; 
But a good dagger serves me quite as welU 
ril to the prison and this heretic. \Exit. 
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Scene II. A Room in Lady Dunbar's House, 

Enter Lady Dunbar and Margaret Wilson. 

Lady D, Is there no messenger returned from 
court } 

Wilson. Not yet, my lady. 

Lady D, How tediously the hours creep away. 

Wilson. The sand-glass but records a single hour 
Since that Sir James, my lady, took his leave. 

Lady D. Each grain of sand that trickles through 
the glass 
Seems hours of falling to the overcharged heart. 
I tell thee, girl, I would gladly give 
Each ounce of blood that courses through my veins, 
Ay, drop by drop, to hasten on his suit 
Hush ! hear you not their footsteps on the stair } 

Wilson. No, my lady, your senses are too keen, 
The fruit of overwatching and no food ; 
Tis but the far-off murmur of the street 

Lady D. No, girl, it is the tread of James Kirk- 
caldy. 
I hear distinct the rattle of his spurs. 
I dare not look upon his countenance 
Lest Ido read the messenger of death. 

Wilson. You are too curious, madam, he brings] oy, 
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And full enfranchisement unto your son. 
Lady D. Oh, no! no! no! I'm past hope, girl, 
past hope. 

Enter Sir jAMES KiRKCALDY, Smart, and 

PORTEOUS. 

Kirk, I wish you joy, madam, and much pro- 
sperity ; 
I bring you happy tidings from the King. 
Lady D, Is George's life saved? speak, man, 
speak 1 
All other sounds are harsh. 

Kirk. Saved ! 

Lady Z>. O God, I thank Thee, Thou hast heard 

my prayers. 
Port, We've only partially succeeded, madam, 
Your son is banished from the realm of Scotland. 
Lady D, Banished from Scotland ! what is 
banishment ? 
Where'er he goes he makes the world rich. 
Scotland without him suffers but eclipse. 
He that hath newly gotten back his sight 
Frets not because 'tis night when he first saw. 
Kirk, We've come to take you with us to the 
prison. 
That you be witness to his liberty. 
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Lady D. We'll go, a joyful party, thither, sir, 
And bring my noble son with triumph home. 
Smart, We wait upon your ladyship. [Exeunt. 

Scene III. Interior of the Prison. 

Dunbar discovered asleep^ a bright light shining on 
him, A Choir of voices sing above. 

Heavenly angels on thee wait, 

Mortal man, though doomed to die ; 

We regard thy low estate, 

Though thy prostrate body lie 

Grov'ling on thy parent earth. 

Where so late thou had'st thy birth. 

Such the power of heavenly truth 
Which doth now possess thy soul. 

Though scarcely past meridian youth 
Already thou hast reached the goal 

Where God will welcome thee with choirs 

And grant thee all thy soul's desires. 

Fear not, mortal, though they spill 
Thy best blood upon the ground, 

He who God's behests fulfil 

In his sustaining arms is wound ; 

With guilty hands when thee they slay 

They help but faster on thy way 
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Enter Jailor. 

Jailor. He sleeps the sleep of the j ust, great Dunbar. 
I have seen many die, and sleeping, too, 
Soundly the night before their execution. 
But this man hath no semblance unto these. 
Gentle and true, the worst words of his mouth 
Sound like a blessing dropped from heaven itself. 

I am e'en weary of this sorry trade. 
Keeping the Tolbooth brings but little joy, 
Since nothing but the scum of poor mankind 
Is e*er intrusted to my care. 
Ah ! since this flower has blossomed in my sight, 
I do abhor my trade. Til waken him. 
Perhaps he'll flee with me across the Border, 
For in his company is Paradise. 
Master Dunbar, awake, sir, awake 1 

Dunb. Ah ! Jailor, thou hast stopped a glorious 
vision, 
I dreamt the heavens did open to my sight. 
And I beheld the plains of Paradise. 

Jailor, Oh ! sir, give earnest heed unto my words. 
I've been a man acquainted with much sin, 
My life's been spent in keeping thieving rogues, 
And I have thought all men were hardened sinners ; 
But since your honour came within my care 
I've had a peep of what true virtue's made. 
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Must, then, this bright light be for ever quenched ? 
I cannot bear the thought. Flee with me, sir. 
We'll slip across the Border ere the dawn. 

Dunb, My gentle friend, you do forget yourself. 
Will you betray the trust reposed in you } 
It were a stain upon your honesty. 
If it's the will of God that thus I die. 
It is an honour I must never shirk. 

Jailor, Oh ! woe's me, must I then see you dead ? 
Palsied be the hand that draws a bolt. 
I do resign my trust and care of thee— 

[ Throws down keys. 
Think of my words, sir. Within this hour 
I'll have two horses ready for our flight. \Exit. 

Dunb. This simple fellow sorely pricks my heart ; 
Nature calls loudly to accept his offer, 
But then I would betray his honesty. 

It is the coward that doth fear to die. 
A thousand shapes of horror's in the word. 
And direful sounds in every passing breeze 
Appals the votary of superstition ; 
But my soul's calm, my pulse beats temperate, 
And heavenly peace is seated in my heart. 
A thousand happy memories of the past 
Come trooping o'er the tissues of my brain. 
And smiling faces meekly bend their eyes 
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With parted lips and words that blesses me. 
Has then, a life like mine been idly spent ? 
Ah ! no, the soldier of the cross 
When death overtakes him, dies to be immortal. 

Enter Father Boniface. 

BofL Benedicite unto my loving son. 

Dunb. [Aside,] One trial more has been assigned 
my faith, 
Even in death the priests will still pursue you, 
And thrust their hideous rites upon your soul. 

Bon, Tell me, Dunbar, what you do think of me ? 

Dunb. I think, sir priest, that you're an arrant 
knave. 
Who, 'neath the monkish cowl and pious whine, 
Hides a black heart and a revengeful spirit. 

Bon, Perhaps your right, 
I will not quarrel with a dying man. 
Tell me, Dunbar, if I do read your thoughts : 
This idle priest was sent now to absolve me, 
And so imbitter the remaining moments 
That I would spend in peace upon the earth. 

Dunb, Thoughts like these had passage through 
my mind. 

Bon, Then pray, dismiss them, think me as your 
friend. 
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Who brings you joyful tidings of release. 

Our gracious King's been pleased to pardon you. 

Dunb. Truth finds no passage through corrupted 
lips. 

'Bon, Then thou, sir, art a double infidel, 
A traitor to the Church and to thy King. 
Dost thou think that I would thee absolve } No ! 
Thou shalt descend unto the realms of night, 
And there lie howling through eternity. 

Dunb, Presumptuous man to mock God's justice 
so. 
How can you penetrate the veil of time. 
And tell what shall be done in the hereafter. 
You think to fright me with the faggot's fire ; 
But my immortal spirit, armed with virtue. 
Shall leave this poor charred body with a shout 

of triumph, 
While your defeated malice will but stain 
Your soul with murder. 
For which you must account unto the King 
Of heaven and earth, for not a sparrow falls 
Without being noted by Omnipotence. 

Bon, Die, then, and go to hell or heaven, I care 
not, [Stabs Dunbar, who falls and dies. 

And tell the king whose subject thou shalt be. 
That 'twas the hand of Lindsay that did send thee. 

H 
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This little dagger's done me sicker service. 
Has't not another babbling word to say ? \A pause, 
I must unto the North beside my kindred, 
For this same carrion here will make some noise ; 
I do not doubt the Cardinal's power to save me, 
And for his will, he knows I keep his secrets. 
Is all thy eloquence, then, shrunk to this. 

[Looking at body. 
You had too few lives for the hate I bore you. 

\Spums the body. Exit, 
Jailor (within). Come this way, my lady, this way, 
my lady, 
I am a happy man this joyful day. 

Enter JAILOR, Lady DUNBAR, Sir James Kirk- 
caldy, Smart, and Porteous. 

Youll find your noble son refreshed with sleep. 

Lady D. Awake, George, awake, we come with 
joy! 
What, slumbering still, the night is past, 
And the bright sun proclaims a merry morn. 
Ah ! me, alas, the band I clasp is dead 1 

Kirk, See, here's the dagger that hath spilt his 
blood. 
Thou villain. Jailor, thou has't murdered him. 

Port. I saw Boniface leaving the prison. 
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There was a wealth of malice in his eye, 

And like a guilty thing he slunk away. 

It wats his hand that robbed us of our friend. 

Kirk, This was thy work, ignoble Beaton ; 
But God's great justice will not sleep for ever, 
So, to the grave in peace thou'lt not descend. 

Lady D. Thou wert too pure, my son, for this bad 
world. 
Oh \ I could weep a torrent of hot tears, 
And pour loud curses on the impious hand 
That robbed the sad world of thy joyous life ; 
But why grudge thee thy most assured triumph. 
Thy soul is resting now in paradise, 
And I must daily die until I join thee. 

Curtain. 
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